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A  RESIDENTIAL  AND  DAY  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 
Conducted  under  the  auspices  of  the  Anglican  and  United  Churches. 


Balmoral  Hall  is  ideally  located.  Eight  acres  of  land  surrounding  the 
buildings  provide  ample  space  for  summer  and  winter  sports.  In 
addition  to  the  required  academic  subjects,  classes  are  given  in  ART, 
MUSIC,  DRAMATICS,  PHYSICAL  TRAINING,  GAMES,  and  SWIM- 
MING. 
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Editorial . . . 


PHYSICAL  EDUCATION 

The  whole  person  is  one  who  has  a  trained  body  as  well  as  a  trained  mind  and  here  at 
Balmoral  Hall,  Physical  Education  is  becoming  an  important  part  of  our  School  programme. 

A  widening  circle  of  opportunities  in  our  games  world  provides  every  girl  with  a  chance  to 
participate,  and  foolish  is  the  student  who  passes  by  the  opportunity  to  learn  some  new  skill 
each  year.  Increased  participation  in  inter-School  games,  continued  keen  and  enthusiastic 
rivalry  in  House  matches  and  the  eagerness  of  new  girls  to  learn  new  skills,  emphasize  the 
importance  of  our  physical  education  programme  today. 

For  whom  is  the  games  programme?  The  "athlete"  enjoys  the  challenge  which  combines 
an  alert  mind,  enthusiasm,  purpose,  teamwork  and  physical  stamina.  The  "student"  recognizes 
the  valuable  mental  relaxation  provided  by  a  games  period.  A  physically  exhausting  match  can 
sometimes  be  just  the  refreshment  needed  to  solve  an  academic  problem. 

The  development  of  a  strong  and  healthy  body  is  only  one  of  the  many  facets  of  physical 
education.  More  significant  are  the  character-building  qualities,  which  games  seem  to  instill 
in  the  more  active  participants  —  comradeship,  leadership  and  sportsmanship. 

Friendships  often  develop  from  competitive  spirits  striving  together  to  attain  a  common 
goal.  On  the  games  field  and  in  the  gymnasium  are  found  opportunities  to  lead,  and  there  too 
one  learns  a  willingness  to  be  led.  Most  important  is  the  gradual  growth  of  true  sportsmanship. 
Beginning  with  games  in  the  junior  school  and  right  on  to  the  last  school  match,  the  student  is 
learning  how  to  play  the  game  fairly  and  to  accept  the  outcome  in  a  sportsmanlike  manner, 
whether  the  result  be  victory  or  defeat.   This  surely  is  a  training  for  life. 


"To  set  the  cause  above  renown, 
To  love  the  game  beyond  the  prize." 

H.  J.  Newbolt 


SUSAN  BRACKEN  —  Editor 


i  i ,  i 


THK    PREFECTS 

STANDING  —  Deana  Silvester,  Midge  Gosko,  Teddi  Nance,  Kathryn  Neilson,  Rosemar  Cyondo, 
Frances  Tanner,  Ditte  Lansky,  Catherine  Vivian,  Toni  Stovel,  Judith  Dowler  (School 
Captain). 

SITTING  —  Patricia  Johnston,  Nancy  Little  (Head  Girl),  Mary  Bruce,  Susan  Bracken,  Alixe 
Hunt. 


MODEL  UNITED  NATIONS 

This  December,  I  enjoyed  the  experience 
of  being  one  of  three  Manitoba  high  school 
students  chosen  to  attend  a  Model  United 
Nations  in  Mountain  Lake,  Minnesota;  rough- 
ly one  hundred  other  delegates,  from  Min- 
nesota and  Wisconsin,  also  participated. 

Each  attending  delegation  was  assigned 
a  country  other  than  their  own  to  represent. 
The  delegates'  objective  was  to  learn  the 
position  taken  by  the  adopted  nation  on  va- 
rious controversial  world  situations,  and  to 
defend  the  position.  The  purpose  of  this  was 
to  increase  the  students'  worldwide  interests, 
to  make  them  more  broadminded;  for  they 
often  had  to  argue  in  favor  of  a  policy  with 
which  they  did  not  personally  agree. 

As  we  were  the  only  non-American  dele- 
gation, we  represented  the  United  States  of 
America;  this  was  a  difficult  task  for  us, 
as  so  many  authorities  on  American  policy 
were    present. 

The  first  session  of  the  General  Assembly 
opened   on   a   humorous   note,   for   we   were 


introduced  to  the  members  of  the  Canadian 
delegation  who  were  wearing  name  tags 
bearing  the  Canadian  ensign.  On  our  insis- 
tence they  raised  a  point  of  order,  and  the 
president  promised  to  rectify  the  situation 
immediately.  This  was  followed  by  other  epi- 
sodes, such  as  the  Indian  delegation  picket- 
ing the  cafeteria,  where  roast  beef  was  being 
served,  and  the  Communist  Block  continually 
staging  demonstrations  against  the  West. 

But  the  day  was  also  filled  with  inform- 
ation and  profitable  discussion.  We  argued 
heatedly  with  Russia  on  methods  of  enforc- 
ing nuclear  disarmament,  and  with  Britain 
on  the  emerging  African  states.  I  even  had 
occasion  to  attack  Canadian  financial  policy 
on  peace-keeping  operations. 

In  the  evening  we  concluded  with  a  ban- 
quet, at  which  our  delegation  was  honoured 
by  a  standing  ovation  for  "so  successfully 
giving  the  conference  an  international  flav- 
our." 

Respectfully  submitted, 
NANCY  LITTLE 


Si  i 


Balmoral  Hall 
June,  1966 


My  dear  Girls, 


My  letter  this  year  is  set  within  the  framework  of  some  well  -  known  phrases.  There  is 
something  here  for  each  of  you. 

LET  SOMETHING  GOOD  BE  SAID." 

This  well-known  inscription,  carved  in  the  mantel-piece  of  the  Music  Room,  is  for  all  of 
us,  but  today  it  is  lor  you  who  are  graduating.  As  you  enter  the  wider  world  beyond  your 
School  days,  the  choice  is  yours  to  condemn,  to  criticize,  to  gossip,  or  , whenever  possible  to  "let 
something  good  be  said".  My  very  best  wishes  go   with  you  as  you  fare  forth  in  new  fields. 

"MENS  SANA  IN  CORPORE  SANO" 

A  sound  mind  in  a  sound  body 

Here  is  a  phrase  to  think  about.  Canada's  youth  can  well  look  with  some  dismay  at  to- 
day's world.  Your  chance  to  lead  or  to  help  your  husbands  who  will  be  leaders,  is  coming.  Lea- 
dership depends  on  a  sound  mind  in  a  sound  body.  Use  every  opportunity  to  pursue  knowledge 
and  form  habits  of  discipline  and  exercise  to  develop  a  sound  body. 

"LIFE  OFFERS  MANY  AN  EASY  PRIZE; 
CHRIST  POINTS  THE  HARDER  WAY," 

This  brings  to  mind  the  matter  of  choice.  We  are  all  free  to  be  kind  or  unkind,  to  deceive 
or  be  honest,  to  be  courteous  or  rude.  The  Christ  in  us  speaks  quite  audibly  and  we  hear  Him, 
and  yet  to  avoid  punishment,  to  gain  marks  or  to  win  "friends"  we  often  choose  the  easy  way. 
If  you  are  ever  in  doubt  be  sure  that  He  is  a  very  safe  leader. 

For  those  of  you  who  reach  the  end  of  this  letter  I  have  a  special  message.  It  is  written 
particularly  for  next  year's  leaders,  but  it  is  for  all  of  you  who  are  returning.  September  will 
usher  in  a  very  special  school  year  —  a  year  filled  with  happy  surprises  .different  opportunities 
and  new  challenges.  Together  with  all  of  Canada,  Balmoral  Hall  is  preparing  for  one  of  its  most 
exciting  years  in  history.  Even  now  I  can  see  today's  graduates  joining  you  with  their  alumnae- 
look  as  they  return  to  honour  our  opening  day  on  Thursday,  September  8. 

Until  then  may  you  all  have  a  happy,  happy  summer. 

Yours  affectionately, 


School  Captain 
JUDITH  DOWLER 


Head  Girl 

NANCY  LITTLE 


VALEDICTORY 

"There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to 

fortune   .   .   ." 

"Julius  Caesjr" 

Though  Form  VI  completes  a  twelve  years 
segment  of  our  life  labelled  "school-days", 
the  end  of  this  year  for  us  is  really  a  be- 
ginning. We  have  been  preparing  ourselves 
for  the  unknown  fields  of  business,  nursing 
or  university,  where  perhaps  some  of  us  will 
make  important  contributions  through  science 
and  the  arts  or  in  practical  ways,  to  the  com- 
munity where  we  find  ourselves. 

At  this  turning  point  or  "tide"  in  the 
careers  and  the  lives  of  those  of  us  who  will 
be  graduating  let  us  review  and  assess  our 
years  at  Balmoral  Hall  and  by  doing  so  try 
to  enrich  our  future  with  some  plan  to  carry 
on  what  we  have  learned  here. 

No  matter  at  what  age  we  entered  the 
school,  and  some  of  us  started  in  kindergar- 
ten, we  were  all  eventually  welcomed  with  a 
riotous  October  ceremony  called  Initiation.  In 
our  final  year  at  the  school  we  were  given  the 
responsibility  of  running  and  planning  this 
event  as  well  as  other  such  student  pro- 
grammes. 


We  have  found  many  and  various  ways  to  serve  our  school.  These  opportunities  have 
included  singing  in  the  school  choir,  serving  on  the  library  and  magazine  committees  and 
playing  on  School  or  House  teams. 

The  house  system  at  Balmoral  Hall  has  given  us  an  excellent  means  of  working  to- 
gether towards  a  common  goal.  When  we  were  too  young  to  participate  in  various  school 
committees,  we  could  serve  our  house  and  the  school  by  keeping  our  shoes  shiny  and  our 
names  out  of  the  Conduct  Book.  Some  of  us  were  called  upon  to  be  house  heads  or  school 
leaders  and  some  of  us  received  the  great  honour  of  being  appointed  a  prefect.  It  is  not 
for  us  to  judge  how  successful  we  have  been  but  the  experience  of  self-discipline  and  the 
opportunity  to  lead  others  has  been  both  challenging  and  rewarding.  These  experiences  we 
will  take  with  us  and   hope  to  us   in  new  fields. 

By  the  time  we  have  reached  Form  VI,  many  of  us  have  had  a  share  in  resident  life. 
Boarding  at  school  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  rewarding  experiences  a  girl  of  our 
age  can  enjoy.  Who  can  forget  the  Christmas  dinners,  trips  to  the  Ballet,  to  the  Theatre 
Centre,  and  the  impromptu  pizza  parties?  No  matter  how  far  we  spread  afield  what  fun  it 
will  always  be   our  B.H.   friends   all  across  the  world. 

The  memories  of  school  prayers,  the  Christmas  Carol  Service,  and  the  stirring  an- 
thems the  choir  has  sung,  rush  back  to  me  as  I  reminisce  and  I  know  that  the  Closing  Even- 
song and  the  last  day  of  school  prayers  will  mean  more  than  ever  to  the  graduating  class,  as 
it  is  we  who  must  say  farewell  and  you  who  must   carry   on. 

Even  with  the  gateway  to  the  future  open  before  us,  we  take  this  backward  glance 
at  our  happy  days  at  this  school.  Be  sure  that  in  future  years  we  will  return  for  opening 
days,  for  special  events  and  for  House  prayers.  Whether  or  not  this  high  moment  in  our 
life  "leads  on  to  fortune"  we  won't  forget  our  school's  traditions,  its  history  and  all  that 
Balmoral  Hall  has  given  to  us. 

JUDITH  DOWLER  —  School  Captain 
Eight 
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FORGET  ME  NOT 

"Land  ho!" 

The  cry,  ringing  through  the  early  morn- 
ing mist,  was  caught  up  and  spread  over 
the  deck,  finally  reaching  the  ears  of  the 
voyageurs  sleeping  in  the  crowded  hold.  A 
general  clamour  grew  as  shaking  off  their 
drowsiness,  they  jostled  and  shoved  their  way 
uo  the  ladder  to  the  deck,  eager  for  a  glimpse 
of  their  new  land  after  the  long  voyage 
from  France. 

"The  New  World!"  "God  be  praised!" 
Their  excited  cries  echoed  over  the  water. 

Although  the  hold  was  nearly  empty  now, 
its  atmosphere  remained  oppressive,  afford- 
ing no  relief  to  the  few  people  who  had 
remained  below.  The  debris  littering  the  floor 
made  free  movement  impossible,  and  the 
odour  resulting  from  the  two  month  voyage 
was  suffocating. 

In  a  small  alcove,  a  young  girl  shook  her 
head  and  sighed  as  the  last  excited  group 
disappeared  up  the  ladder.  In  spite  of  the 
stench  and  filth,  she  welcomed  a  chance  to 
compose  herself  before  they  landed,  without 
the  accustomed  noise  and  confusion.  Now  as 
the  door  overhead  closed,  she  sat  in  the  semi- 
darkness  lost  in  thought. 

Could  it  really  be  only  two  months  ago 
the  she,  Helene  Pascal,  had  bidden  farewell 
to  her  home,  her  family,  indeed,  to  her  youth, 
and  had  set  sail  from  France?  It  seemed  an 
eternity  had  passed,  and  yet  she  could  recall 
vividly,  with  nostalgia  and  some  bitterness 
every  detail  of  the  events  leading  to  her  de- 
parture. 

She  had  been  setting  the  table  for  dinner 
when  her  father  had  entered  the  cottage  with 


his  news.  The  little  ones  had  run  to  mee^ 
him,  and  her  mother,  stirring  the  soup  over 
the  immense  fireplace,  had  smiled  her  cus- 
tomary greeting.  But  that  day,  instead  of 
swinging  the  childen  to  his  shoulders,  he  had 
stood  framed  in  the  doorway,  and  taking  a 
deep  breath,  had  recited  the  news  which  had 
changed  her  life  so  drastically. 

Helene  could  still  see  his  face  and  hear 
his  excited  voice  as  he  related  the  story  which 
was  being  spread  through  the  village:  Mon- 
sieur Talon,  just  returned  from  the  colony 
across  the  sea,  New  France  ( did  not  the 
very  name  suggest  the  youth  and  promise 
of  the  land?  )  was  offering  to  pay  one  thou- 
sand francs  to  any  family  who  would  send  a 
daughter  to  the  colony.  It  seemed  this  new 
land,  so  wealthy  in  so  many  respects,  lacked 
wives  for  her  men,  and  mothers  to  raise 
the  children  who  would  become  the  heirs 
of  her  bounty.  Would  it  not  be  a  wonderful 
thing  for  Helene  to  travel  to  this  New  France, 
this  land  of  opportunity  and  so  play  a  part 
in  building  the  king's  empire?  Until  a  suit- 
able husband  was  found,  she  would  be  able 
to  live  with  Uncle  Gaspar  and  Aunt  Therese, 
who  had  sailed  to  Gaspe  ten  years  previously. 
And  so,  scarcely  before  she  had  grasped  the 
import  of  her  father's  words  Helene  had 
found   her   life  completely  altered. 

Of  course,  there  had  been  a  great  deal  of 
talk  about  the  wonderful  opportunity  and 
experience  her  venture  would  provide,  but 
she  knew  that  the  offer  of  money  had  been 
the  main  factor  in  her  parents'  decision  and 
she  had  been  hurt  and  indignant  that  her 
parents  would  sell  her  thus.  Although  they 
lived  in  need,  like  so  many  French  peasants, 
she  had  always  felt  aloof  from  the  grasping 


and  misery  of  the  other  families.  In  her 
home  there  had  been  poverty,  yes,  but  it 
had  not  erased  their  love  for  one  another. 

Fighting  back  her  tears,  she  had  run  for 
solace,  and  there,  as  she  wandered  along 
her  beloved  paths,  she  had  forced  herself 
to  accept  the  future  which  had  been  thrust 
upon  her.  Remembering  the  needs  of  her 
small  sisters  and  brothers,  she  had  come  to 
think  of  her  venture  not  as  a  burden  to  be 
borne  with  resentment,  but  as  a  sacrifice  to 
the  love  which  her  home  and  family  held 
for  her.  Indeed,  her  parents'  talk  of  oppor- 
tunity and  challenge  had  ill  hidden  their 
pangs  of  conscience  and  sense  of  loss,  for 
they  felt  genuine  sorrow  at  sending  their 
daughter  to  face  the  unknown  alone.  Had 
times  been  better  —  a  larger  harvest,  a  less 
demanding  monseigneur,  perhaps.  .  .  .  But 
such  was  not  the  case,  and  as  preparations  for 
her  departure  continued,  the  thought  that  she 
was  sacrificing  herself,  for  her  family  had 
partially  compensated  for  her  grief  in  leaving 
them. 

But  Andre!  Nothing  could  ever  compen- 
sate for  the  sense  of  loss  she  felt  at  parting 
from  him.  Sighing,  she  reached  beneath  her 
sleeping  blanket,  and  pulled  out  a  small 
Bible,  her  only  tangible  memory  of  home. 
Pressed  carefully  between  the  pages  at  which 
she  opened  it,  was  a  small  bouquet  of  with- 
ered blue  blossoms,  forget-me-nots,  a  fare- 
well gift  from  her  Andre.  As  she  gazed  rev- 
erently at  them,  a  wave  of  resentment  welled 
up  in  her,  not  against  her  family,  nor  against 
the  hardship  of  her  journey,  but  rather 
against  her  new  home  and  the  unknown  man 
who  would  one  day  become  her  husband.  It 
was  they  who  had  taken  her  away  from 
France,  preventing  her  inevitable  betrothal 
to  Andre  and  her  subsequent  happiness.  No, 
grief  for  her  family  could  be  softened  by  sac- 
rifice, but  nothing  could  compensate  for  her 
separation  from  Andre. 

The  delighted  shouts  of  those  on  deck 
awakened  her  from  her  reverie,  and  her 
awareness  of  the  rubbish  and  foul  air  around 
her  returned.  Carefully  replacing  her  precious 
Bible,  she  stood  up  and  picked  her  way 
through  the  belongings  strewn  on  the  floor 
to  the  ladder.  She  must  see  New  France  soon- 
er or  later  she  told  herself,  in  spite  of  her 
pffort  to  sound  resigned,  she  was  surprised 
by  the  curiosity  she  felt  as  she  made  her 
way  up  the  ladder. 

Once  on  deck,  she  found  a  place  by  the 
rail  and  looked  out  across  the  sea.  Yes,  there 
against  the  horizon  was  a  black  rise  which 
must  be   the   land. 

"Is  that  what  everyone  is  excited  about 
then?"   she   asked   her  neighbour,   trying  to 


sound  scornful.  Yet  she  could  not  explain 
the  strange  exhilaration  which  she  felt  aris- 
ing in  her  —  surely  it  was  the  effect  of 
the  unaccustomed  fresh  air. 

As  the  distant  shore  loomed  closer,  she 
became  openly  interested  in  spite  of  herself. 
For  the  first  time  since  leaving  France,  she 
forgot  her  homesickness  and  seasickness,  and 
found  herself  wondering  about  the  future  in- 
stead of  dwelling  on  the  past. 

What  would  this  New  France  really  be 
like?  In  the  distance  she  discerned  with  de- 
light the  forests  which  lined  the  shore.  The 
thought  of  trees  in  the  New  World  was  new 
to  her,  and  she  found  it  strangely  comforting. 

Her  thoughts  turned  to  her  uncle  and  his 
family.  Would  they  be  very  much  changed? 
Ten  years  had  passed  since  she  had  last 
seen  them  but  she  could  clearly  recall  her 
cousins,  Jeanine  and  Pierot,  who  had  been 
her  childhood  playmates.  It  would  be  plea- 
sant to  have  someone  her  own  age  to  help 
her  at  first.  She  looked  self-consciously  at 
her  dress,  torn  and  travel-stained  from  the 
voyage,  and  remembered  how  proud  of  it 
she  had  been  in  St.  Malo.  A  gift  from  Mon- 
sieur Talon  to  all  the  girls  sailing  to  New 
France,  it  had  been  her  first  new  dress, 
but  now  .  .  .  Whatever  would  her  cousins 
think  of  her!  She  caught  herself  in  surprise, 
wondering  that  her  thoughts  could  turn  to 
pleasing  someone  other  than  Andre.  Yet,  as 
the  ship  drew  into  the  harbour  at  Gaspe, 
she  could  not  help  but  think  about  the  family 
and  future  which  awaited  her  on  the  shore. 

The  crowds  lining  the  dock  cheered  as 
the  boat  entered  the  bay,  for  the  arrival  of 
a  ship  from  France  was  always  an  event. 
The  passengers  alighted  first,  eyes  wide  with 
expectancy,  taking  in  as  much  of  their  new 
world  as  they  could.  In  spite  of  a  last  effort 
at  indifference  and  scorn,  Helene  found  her- 
self as  excited  as  her  companions,  and  thrilled 
at  the  sights  and  sounds  of  her  new  home. 

Making  her  way  somewhat  timidly  through 
the  crowd,  she  heard  someone  call  her  name, 
and  turning,  found  herself  confronted  by 
Uncle  Gaspard  and  Aunt  Therese,  a  little 
older  but  otherwise  the  same,  and  welcoming 
her  as  their  own  daughter.  Behind  them  were 
Jeanine  and  Pierot  —  how  handsome  he  had 
grown!  —  and  several  smaller  cousins  whom 
she  had  never  met.  Due  introductions  were 
made,  and  then  she  was  swept  to  their  wagon 
amid  a  barrage  of  questions  and  laughter. 

She  was  installed  in  the  wagon  and  they 
were  on  their  way  to  the  homestead  before 
Pierot,  prompted  by  a  younger  sister,  remem- 
bered the  gift  they  had  brought.  With  some 
embarrassment,  he  handed  her  a  sprig  of 
delicate  pink  blossoms. 
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"We  thought  you  might  enjoy  these  as 
a  welcome.  They  grow  wild  here  in  the 
woods.  We  call  them  the  roses  of  New 
France." 

As  she  looked  at  the  ring  of  smiling 
faces,  Helene  was  touched.  "Thank  you  all," 
she  said.  "They  are  truly  lovely,  and  I  be- 
lieve I  shall  save  them  in  my  Bible  to  remind 
me  of  this,  my  arrival  in  my  new  land." 

And  as  she  opened  her  Bible,  a  small 
dry  bouquet  of  blue  forget-me-nots  fell  out 
onto  the  dust  of  the  road  and  were  left 
behind,  unnoticed. 

KATHRYN  NEILSON  —  For"-  VI 


Unknown  Force 

Only  you  can  unlock  my  safe 

And  let  the  sparkling  jewls 

Flow  from  their  peaceful  haven 

And  with  each  glittering  gem 

A   little  of  my  heart  and  life  ebb  away. 

Only  you  control  the  waves  of  the  sea 
Calm  and  silent  reflecting  the  sky, 
Dashing,  crashing  against  the  cliffs, 
Trembling  fearfully,  hovering  near, 
Allowing  a  little  of  my  strength  to  fade 

Only  you  possess  the  key  to  my  gateway 
Your  feet  treading  upon  by  vintage 
Trampling  and  searing  my  pasture  green 
And  plucking  every  floweret  in  sight. 
Only  you  control  my  heart. 

ELAINE  WADHAM  —  Form  V 


MY  TALENTS  AND  HOW  I  USE  THEM 

The  other  day  we  had  to  write  an  essay 
on  talents,  not  just  on  anybody's  talent,  but 
on  our  own.  I  was  forced  to  concentrate 
deeply  —  mainly  on  the  end  of  my  pencil. 
After  staring  stupidly  at  a  sheet  of  blank 
paper  for  half  an  hour  I  decided  that  this 
was  getting  me  nowhere  and  so  I  made  a  list 
of  talents.  Completing  this,  I  crossed  off  all 
those  I  did  not  possess.  Thus  I  had  a  prob- 
lem to  solve  —  where  would  I  find  another 
sheet  of  paper?  I  was  quite  plain  that  the 
other  sheet  could  not  be  used  simply  because 
it  was  covered  with  red  marks.  Using  my 
head  I  decided  that  my  bountiful,  if  some- 
what hidden  talents,  did  not  include  essay 
writing. 

Looking  at  the  paper  I  discovered  many 
things  about  me  —  mainly  that  swimming, 
skiing,  skating,  playing  the  piano,  drawing 
or  dancing  were  most  certainly  not  among 
my  talents.   In  defence,   I  asked   an   empty 


room  if  anyone  had  all  these  talents,  and 
knowing  the  answer,  replied,  "Once  more 
unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,"  to  my  leaky 
pen  ,torn  blotting  paper  and  dictionary. 

Having  settled  those  things  which  did  not 
concern  me  I  thought  upon  things  that  I 
had  done  with  a  certain  amount  of  ability. 
Listing  them,  I  discovered  that  during  the 
past  summer  I  had  done  many  such  things  as 
mowing  the  lawn.  Mowing  the  lawn  is  not 
easy,  it  takes  skill.  The  first  thing  that  one 
needs  to  know  is  how  to  operate  the  machine. 
Usually  this  is  very  complicated,  but  ours  is 
different.  It  is  an  old  "push  and  it  goes"  type 
which  proved  easy  on  my  brain,  if  not  on 
my  arms.  Once  the  machine  is  going,  the  rest 
is  easy.  Just  watch  for  all  kinds  of  matter  — 
vegetable,  mineral,  or  animal,  since  when  ap- 
proaching the  matter  the  mower  seems  to  get 
a  spurt  of  energy  and  runs  directly  for  what- 
ever it  is.  This  can  prove  embarrassing,  especi- 
ally when  one  knocks  down  a  minister  who 
has  come  to  visit.  It  is  equally  important  to 
be  careful  not  to  get  a  shoelace  caught  in 
the  blades,  unless  of  course,  you  have  a  great 
desire  to  be  a  martyr  to  automation.  I  decided 
that  my  talent  was  not  mowing  lawns,  and  as 
my  mother  was  massaging  my  aching  arms, 
I  thought  that  perhaps  my  superior  talents 
were  better  suited  to  a  higher  plane  of  cul- 
ture. 

After  this  I  drew  an  easier  breath.  Every 
girl  can  cook.  My  first  dessert  followed  one 
of  my  mother's  meals,  but  everyone  seemed 
to  have  difficulty  in  "downing"  even  a  small 
helping    of   my   cake. 

From  this  and  other  culinary  experiences 
I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  my  talents  were 
not  suited  for  homemaking;  unless  of  course, 
an  agreeable  millionaire  comes  along  and  car- 
ries me  away  to  his  castle  in  Spain,  where, 
dressed  only  in  originals,  I  shall  emerge,  oc- 
casionally, to  lecture  on  how  a  person  with 
no  talents  can  marry  a  rich  man  and  live 
happily  everafter. 

TEDDI  NANCE  —  Form  VI 
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HOW  TO  LOSE  FRIENDS 

The  old  saying,  "A  friend  in  need  is  a 
friend  indeed,"  and  "Friendship  is  golden," 
are  just  fine  for  many  people,  but  I  often 
wonder  what  one  is  to  quote  if  one  doesn't 
want  friends.  I  have  yet  to  see  a  saying,  poem 
or  article  on  the  art  of  losing  friends  — 
an  art  that  is  practised  more  and  more  each 
day.  Feeling  that  such  a  common  art  should 
be  given  due  recognition,  I  inked  my  feather, 
so  to  speak,  and  decided  to  write  an  article 
on  the  subject  myself. 

The  first  major  step  to  be  taken  is  to  be 
able  to  cling.  Don't  let  your  friend  out  of 
your  sight.  Wherever  she  goes,  you  go.  Act 
like  a  vine  and  do  not  let  go.  Haunt  her  so 
that  the  last  thing  she  sees  when  she  goes 
to  bed  is  you  and  the  first  person  she  sees 
when  she  wakes  up  in  the  morning  is  you. 
Just  for  added  effect,  copy  her  in  dress, 
make-up,  hair  styles  and  activities.  Stay  with 
her  all  day,  completely  monopolizing  her  time 
and  never  take  a  "get  lost"  hint.  Most  of  all, 
when  she  makes  plans  with  someone  else,  get 
jealous.  Be  possessive  and  make  a  scene.  Ac- 
cuse her  of  ignoring  you.  And  don't  take  sec- 
ond place  to  anybody  or  anything. 

To  take  another  step  in  the  right  direction, 
you  must  master  the  technique  of  smothering 
your  friend  with  affection,  gifts  and  praise. 
Lavish  her  with  expensive  presents  and  be 
sure  she  knows  the  cost.  Maul  her  in  public 
and  sulk  if  she  won't  play  the  "best  friends" 
act  and  maul  you  too.  Compliment  her  all  the 
time,  even  if  she  is  most  undeserving  of  it. 
Boast  about  her  to  everybody.  She  will  ap- 
preciate the  public  attention.  You  may  find 
that  some  may  need  more  attention  than 
others  and  you  must  regulate  your  flow  of 
tender  loving  care  to  fit  the  personality. 

If  you  cannot  gossip,  you  may  be  a  failure. 
How  can  you  lose  a  friend  if  you  don't  tell 
all  her  intimate  secrets  to  someone  else?  This 
brings  me  to  what  you  should  tell  her.  Open 
your  heart  to  her  and  let  her  know  all  your 
problems,  secret  worries  and  complaints.  Cry 
on  her  shoulder  often  so  that  she  will  feel 
worried.  And  above  all,  be  funny.  Tell  things 
to  her  all  the  time  that  you  find  particularly 
amusing  and.  *f  she  does  not  laught,  remem- 
ber —  we  all  cannot  have  a  sense  a  humor. 
The  last  but  important  step  towards  losing 
a  friend  is  to  learn  the  proper  method  of  em- 
barrassing her  in  public.  Talking  and  laughing 
often  does  the  trick  (but  it  sometimes  takes 
a  little  more.  You  can  try  flirting,  talking 
back  to  salesclerks,  or  singing  while  on  the 
escalator  and,  if  all  else  fails,  shoplifting  and 
getting  caught  does  the  trick  every  time. 

If  all  the  above  steps  are  taken  and  you 
still  cannot  lnse  that  friend,  forget  it.  You 
are  just  too  nice. 

LAURA  JOHNSTON  —  Form  IV 


The  Godless  Nation 

Once  we  stood  victorious  ,proud, 
Praised  by  many  an  eye  and  crowd; 
We  were  sure,  and  strong,  and  wise, 
We  were  hated  and  despised. 
Honoured  by  all  who  served  and  loved. 
Cherished  as  that  sacred  dove. 
Strong  nations  fell  into  our  way, 
Toppled  from  their  mighty  sway; 
Lords   and   princes   all   bowed   down 
Paying  homage  to  our  crown; 
Dutifully  the  victims  yield 
While  we  the  victor  rose. 

Now  we  struggle  to  survive, 

Now  the  hornets  not  the  hive, 

Once  unconquered,  now  we  fall 

Yielding  to  another  Saul; 

All  our  honour,  love  and  praise 

Loom  behind  us  in  a  haze. 

Mockery  besets  us  now, 

Unwilling  we  must  slowly  bow; 

Now  we  realize  our  act, 

Now  we  ponder  the  true  fact, 

That  in  our  time  of  strength  and  power 

God  in  us  had  died. 

JENNIFER  COX  —  Form  IV 


THE  PRICE  of  FREEDOM  and  MANHOOD 

I  sat  and  watched  Old  Joe  gently  wheez- 
ing and  staring  intently  into  the  fire;  his 
sharp  eyes  piercing  the  eerie  shapes  formed 
by  the  jaunty  crimson  flames.  He  appeared 
to  be  enchanted  by  the  crackling  sparks  and 
spiralling  smoke  reflected  in  his  eyes,  and 
yet  I  knew  he  was  reliving  the  past.  He 
would  inevitably  lapse  into  a  favourite  tale. 

The  moon  had  risen,  sending  her  silvery 
beams  darting  amongst  forbidden  recesses  re- 
vealing night's  mystery.  Glittering  stars  care- 
fully sprinkled,  illuminated  the  heavens  and 
so  we  two  sat  silhouetted  against  the  sky. 
The  fire  by  this  time  was  reduced  to  glow- 
ing embers  and  I  rose  to  add  more  wood. 
Glancing  about,  I  noticed  the  lush  meadow 
in  which  we  had  camped  and  the  forbidding 
forests  closing  us  in.  Close  by,  our  horses 
grazed  and  this  seemed  to  jerk  Joe's  thoughts 
back  to  the  present.  His  bronze  face  was 
weather-beaten  and  his  dark  eyes  glowed  with 
excitement. 

At  first  he  spoke  slowly  and  softly,  but 
as  the  story  progressed  he  became  more 
involved  and  his  emotions  showed  through 
the  working  of  his  face. 

He  told  of  his  early  boyhood  and  life 
of  which  I  knew  something  and  of  a  magni- 
ficent mare  which  had  been  bred  among 
their  ponies   and   had   soon   after   become   a 
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lucky  symbol  of  his  tribe.  When  a  lad,  Joe 
had  guarded  her  with  his  life.  He  would  set 
her  free  in  the  hot  summer  evenings  when 
they  were  camped  in  the  foothills  and  catch 
her  in  the  dawn.  She  was  an  albino  with 
large  pink  eyes,  alert  ears  and  a  small  head 
proudly  placed  on  powerful  shoulders.  In 
the  moonlight  her  lustrous  coat  shone.  Her 
gleaming  muscles  rippled  beneath  her  coat 
as  she  galloped  across  the  foothills,  her 
creamy  tail  and  mane  flowing  out  benind  her. 
She  was  wild  with  freedom. 

Each  year  as  winter  set  in  he  had  had  to 
leave  her  and  depart  for  his  winter  lodgings 
in  the  mountains.  When  spring  arived  he 
would  be  racing  down  to  the  foothills  to  seek 
the  mare.  One  beautiful  spring  when  he  was 
sixteen  he  felt  nervous.  The  journey  down 
was  breathtaking.  On  each  side  of  the  path 
the  underbrush  was  thick.  Large  trees,  with 
their  leafy  limbs  lifted  high,  overlapped  one 
anotner,  forming  arches.  A  frightened  deer 
occasionally  bounded  across  their  trail.  The 
children  picked  dainty  flowers  and  wove 
them  into  scened  garlands.  The  delicate  vio- 
lets and  buttercups  were  abundant  and  their 
fragrance  perfumed  the  mountain  air.  It  was 
hard  work  traversing  the  mountains  with 
their  belongings  but  there  was  always  the 
anticipation  of  a  soft  bed  of  pine  needles 
or  lush  grass  beneath  the  stars. 

I  looked  into  Joe's  face  and  blinked  away  a 
tear  as  I  saw  his  face  —  sad  and  yet  full 
of  eagerness  and  longing.  He  continued  after 
a  slight  pause.  He  spoke  of  the  mimicking 
loon  and  the  hooting  owl,  the  gurgling  stream 
and  the  splash  of  rainbow  trout. 

On  the  last  stretch,  the  wood  petered  out 
into  a  rugged  trail  of  jagged  rocks  and  sharp 
turns.  Sheer  cliffs  fell  to  the  left  and  the 
menacing  mountain  rose  to  the  right.  Aval- 
anches occurred  occasionally  and  when  a  care- 
less foot  knocked  a  loose  pebble  it  would 
be  whirled  over  the  edge  in  a  swirl  of  dust 
to  clatter  to  its  doom.  For  one  second  one 
would  remain  rigid  with  fear  and  then  pro- 
ceed cautiously.  It  was  a  rough  beauty  and 
soon  the  hardy  tribe  would  wind  its  way 
down  the  treacherous  slopes  into  the  foot- 
hills to  their  summer  camp. 

After  helping  his  family  to  settle  in  and 
completing  his  tasks,  he  was  roaming  the 
valley  looking  for  his  mare.  She  was  always 
there  in  the  ravine  awaiting  his  return.  This 
year,  she  stood  defiantly  beneath  the  old 
knoted  tree,  her  head  lifted  proudly.  She 
whinnied  softly  as  Joe  patted  her  rump  and 
she  nuzzled  at  his  shirt  from  which  he  pro- 
duced a  tasty  tidbit.  She  chewed  it  hungrily 
while  Joe  stood  back  to  gaze  at  her.  She 
was  in  the  prime  of  her  life.  Her  muscles 


twitched  and  she  pawed  the  earth.  Then  she 
was  off  like  the  wind.  Joe  returned  often, 
sometimes  to  ride  her  as  she  no  longer  ran 
with  the  Indian  ponies  but  had  joined  a  wild 
pack  of  renegades. 

Mid-summer,  Joe  arived  with  two  lumps 
of  sugar  for  Misty.  The  ravine  was  empty 
and  there  was  no  answering  whinny  to  his 
whistle.  He  had  ridden  his  own  pinto  but 
he  was  a  sluggish  pony.  Just  as  he  emerged 
from  the  ravine  he  caught  sight  of  Misty 
racing  across  the  valley  towards  the  mountain 
trail  and  in  hot  pursuit  were  five  riders  shoot- 
ing and  terrifying  her.  On  impulse  he  urged 
his  pinto  into  a  gallop  after  Misty.  He  knew 
vaguely  that  he  must  save  her  but  he  would 
never  catch  her  or  her  pursuers.  Misty  had 
begun  to  climb  the  treacherous  mountain  trail 
closely  followed  by  the  riders  intent  upon 
their  prey.  Joe  swept  past  on  his  fat  pony. 

In  his  eyes  I  could  read  the  hatred  and 
disgust  he  held  for  the  five  chasers.  I  shrank 
from  his  stare  and  became  engrossed  once 
more. 

Misty's  hooves  scarcely  touched  the  sur- 
face; she  was  a  winged  Pegasus.  Round  each 
bend  she  swerved  haphazardly,  but  panic  and 
fear  had  overcome  her  and  freedom  was  all 
she  desired.  Joe  rounded  a  bend  and  stopped 
in  time  to  see  Misty  swerve  and  leap  into 
the  sky's  bosom,  arched  gracefully,  mane  and 
tail  flowing  out  majestically  and  then  she 
swooped  earthward  over  the  cliff's  to  free- 
dom beyond. 

Joe  sat  shocked  and  then  turned  his  pony 
home  down  the  darkening  trail.  Five  white 
men  passed  a  sulky  Indian  lad  on  the  trail. 
They  stared  at  one  another  for  a  minute  and 
they  understood.  The  leader  mumbled  some- 
thing under  his  breath  and  they  passed  on. 
Joe  rode  home  that  evening,  a  boy  no  longer, 
but  a  man  who  must  face  the  world.  He 
stopped,  and  his  eyes  full  of  hatred  looked 
into  mine,  and  then  I  understood.  It  was 
my  grandfather,  now  a  man  withered  and 
bent  with  suffering,  who  had  committed  the 
dreadful  deed  of  which  he  never  spoke. 

And  just  as  Joe  saw  my  comprehension, 
I  saw  his  smile  of  forgiveness. 

ELAINE  WADHAM  —  Form  V 

It  took  the  world  a  decade, 

At  least  ten  years  to  mould 
Her  steadfast  soul  and  body 

In  pain  and  sorrow  and  joy. 

It  took  the  world  one  day, 

An  hour  of  despair  to  place 
The  forlorn  and  weary  look 
Upon  the  young  girl's  face. 

E.  L.  after  E.  J.  Pratt 
DITTE  LANSKY  —  Form  VI 


Thirteen 


THE  HORSELESS  CARRIAGE 

The  sun  beat  down  on  the  dusty  gravel 
road  which  led  through  town.  The  crowd 
which  had  gathered  was  hot  and  uncomfort- 
able although  a  fresh,  perfumed  breeze  cool- 
ed the  air.  The  swish  of  long  skirts  along  the 
wooden  sidewalks  was  scarcely  audible  above 
the  laughter  of  children.  It  was  early  twen- 
tieth century,  and  horse-drawn  carriages  were 
tethered  at  every  available  post.  After  all, 
this  was  the  first  time  in  years  that  there  had 
been  a  competition,  a  race,  in  the  quaint, 
sleepy  Tethertown.  Everyone  was  excited. 

'I'll  wager  two  dollars  on  the  horse  and 
carriage,"  offered  an  elderly  shopkeeper. 

"I  shall  double  that  amount  for  the  car," 
replied  his  fat,  domineering  wife,  giving  her 
husband  a  sharp  poke  in  the  ribs  with  her 
elbow. 

In  front  of  the  post  office  at  the  end  of 
town  stood  a  chestnut  mare,  harnessed  to  a 
light  buggy.  A  plump,  elderly  man,  in  a  top 
hat  and  dark  suit,  stroked  the  horse's  neck 
fondly  and  chuckled. 

"Give  in,  son,"  the  gentleman  laughed. 
"You  don't  have  a  chance!" 

Mr.  Lyndale's  son  stood  nearby,  polishing 
the  already  brilliant  chrome  bumper  on  his 
car.  It  was  a  small  car  with  large,  thin  wheels 
and  high,  uncomfortable  seats. 

"She's  my  pride  and  joy,"  Harold  Lyndale 
answered,  patting  the  windshield.  "Her  for- 
mer owner  assured  me  that  she  would  never 
fail  me.  Why,  he  was  almost  in  tears  when  I 
took  her  away." 

Again  Mr.  Lyndale  chuckled. 

"Will  the  contestants  please  get  ready,"  an 
announcer  bellowed  from  his  seat  nearby. 

A  fair  young  lady  picked  up  her  skirts  and 
trotted  lightly  to  her  husband.  She  wore  a 
beautiful  pastel  pink  dress  and  a  large,  wide- 
brimmed  hat  decked  with  frills  and  flowers. 

"Are  you  sure  this  monster  isn't  danger- 
ous, Harold?"  she  asked,  drawing  in  her 
flowing  skirt.  Harold  kissed  his  wife  gently 
on  the  cheek. 

"On  your  mark!"  called  the  announcer. 
Harold  ran  his  fingers  through  his  dark,  wavy 
hair  and  adjusted  his  large,  comical  goggles. 

"Get  set!" 

"Go!" 

He  turned  and  gave  his  car  a  firm,  swift 
crank.  A  blast  of  stale  air  exploded  from  the 
back  of  the  car.  His  father's  horse,  startled, 


reared  and  bolted.  The  carriage  sped  into  the 
distance  with  only  Mr.  Lyndale's  coat-tails 
visible,  flapping  in  the  cloud  of  dust. 

Harold  cranked  anxiously.  What  a  time  for 
his  car  to  fail  him!  He  could  feel  the  mocking 
eyes  of  the  crowd  watching  him.  He  glanced 
around.  He  saw  bright,  shiny  faces  peering  at 
him  from  long  lines  along  the  street,  and 
grinning  at  him  from  above. 

"I'll  catch  up!"  he  shouted  shaking  his  fist 
at  the  cloud  of  dust  rolling  in  front  of  him. 

He  cranked  again.  His  grease-smeared 
fingers  slipped  over  the  handle,  and  left  a 
large  black  smear  across  the  gleaming  bum- 
per. 

Would  he  ever  forget  the  day  he  had 
bought  his  car  home?  He  had  driven  up  the 
road  in  triumph.  Dogs  had  barked,  and  chil- 
dren had  run  along-side.  His  wife  had 
dashed  out  to  meet  him,  her  face  beaming. 
Then  came  the  shattering  blow!  Having 
sighted  the  "tin  can"  as  he  called  it,  his 
father  had  burst  into  gales  of  laughter,  and 
had  had  to  be  helped  into  the  house.  Then, 
to  make  matters  worse,  he  had  challenged 
his  son  to  a  race  with  his  horse  and  carriage. 
If  the  car  won,  there  was  a  handsome  money 
prize.  If  it  lost,  as  he  now  felt  it  was  sure 
to,  the  car  was  to  be  sold. 

Harold  cranked  again,  as.  if * he. were 
knocking  down  his  opponent.  A  loud  blast, 
and  the  car  began  to  chug,  and  shook  vio- 
lently. He  hopped  over  the  door,  and 
smoothed  his  fuzzy  moustache  with  his  black, 
grimy  hands.  Then  he  pushed  the  gear  stick 
forward. 

What  a  jolt  he  got!  He  lurched  down  the 
road.  On  either  side,  the  crowd  snickered 
softly,  and  ladies  hid  their  smiling  faces  be- 
hind their  lacy  parasols.  The  simple,  white- 
washed fences  passed  in  endless  lines  beside 
him.  Even  the  small,  two-storey  houses 
seemed  to  lean  forward  in  wonder.  He  pas- 
sed all  the  tiny  shops  which  cluttered  Main 
Street,  and  came  to  open  country  with  the 
dazzling  yellow  mustard  fields.  He  must  have 
travelled  about  two  miles  before  he  saw  the 
finish  line.  There  stood  his  father  gloating, 
grinning  triumphantly,  and  giving  his  winning 
mare  a  carrot. 

"It  was  such  a  nice  car,"  Harold  sighed, 
feeling  very  abashed  as  he  putted  slowly 
across  the  line. 

Bouquets  of  flowers  fluttered  about  him. 
From  playful  children's  hands  shot  brightly 
coloured  streamers.  All  around  him  birds 
sang  and  insects  hummed.  Harold  felt  gay, 
although  the  streamers  were  not  for  him,  but 
his  father. 
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He  stepped  out  of  the  car,  and  leaned 
against  the  door,  thinking.  His  large,  roomy 
trousers  flapped  lazily  in  the  wind. 

His  wife  ran  up  to  him,  but  taking  a  closer 
look,  backed  away.  Before  her  stood  her 
husband,  looking  like  a  chimney  sweep.  His 
face  was  as  white  as  death  from  the  dust 
except  for  several  greasy  streaks  across  his 
forehead  and  down  his  cheeks.  He  had  re- 
moved his  goggles  and  his  eyes  stood  out 
clean  and  bold.  His  dry,  cracked  lips  turned 
up  in  a  sheepish  grin.  He  and  his  wife  began 
to  laugh. 

"That  monster  may  not  win  races,"  giggled 
his  wife,  "but  it  obviously  has  a  great  effect 
on  you." 

"She's  my  pride  and  joy,"  Harold  answered. 
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A  Spring  Walk 

As  I  walked  through  the  woods  one  day, 
I  heard  the  sounds  of  spring; 
The  rustling  leaves,  echoing  through  the  trees 
The  chanting  of  the  brook  in  time  with  the 

breeze. 
Cardinals  in  the  treetops  sweetly  singing 
The  bluejay's  bold  call  makes  the  valleys  ring. 
As  I  walked  through  the  woods  one  day 
I  felt  the  joys  of  spring. 

As  I  walked  through  the  woods  one  day 

I  saw  the  sights  of  spring; 

Wise  old  owl  peering  from  his  tree, 

Toads  staring  idly,  looking  at  me; 

Swiftly   scampering   deer   coming   from   the 

marsh, 
Busy  beavers  building  dams  of  bark  so  harsh. 
As  I  walked  through  the  woods  one  day 
I  felt  the  joys  of  spring. 
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BRUNCHING  OUT 

On  our  Christmas  holidays  my  family  went 
to  Florida.  While  there  we  met  a  family  from 
New  Jersey  who  had  two  girls  about  my  age, 
Nancy  and  Jane.  We  three  became  very  good 
friends. 

On  New  Year's  Day  the  two  families  went 
out  for  "brunch."  It  was  served  in  the  Satel- 
lite Room  of  the  Satellite  Hotel.  There  were 
two  eating  areas,  a  lower  lounge  and  an  upper 
lounge  just  above  the  lower  level,  so  that  one 
could  look  down  on  the  people  below. 

"Brunch"  was  served  in  "buffet"  style. 
There  were  many  kinds  of  food,  and  I  did 
not  know  what  to  have.  I  decided  on  an  old 
stand-by,  scrambled  eggs  and  bacon.  Nancy, 
Jane,  and  I  ate  in  the  upper  lounge. 

Before  eating,  we  talked  about  the  setting 
of  the  room,  the  place  mats,  and  watched  the 
stars  above  in  the  ceiling.  The  whole  room 
was  designed  to  give  the  atmosphere  of  being 
in  a  satellite  in  space.  By  the  time  we  had 
finished  chatting,  my  "brunch"  had  grown 
cold.  The  bacon  was  very  tough  and  with  a 
blunt  knife,  I  found  it  difficult  to  cut. 

Finally  I  resorted  to  pulling  it  with  my 
knife  and  fork.  When  it  broke,  my  hand  with 
the  knife  flew  away  from  me  taking  with  it 
my  eggs.  They  went  over  the  edge  of  the  table 
and  down  to  the  next  lounge.  To  my  horror 
the  eggs  not  only  went  down  onto  the  plate  of 
the  lady  below,  but  onto  her  hat  and  down 
her  dress! 

My  face,  which  was  alreday  beet  red, 
turned  redder  when  she  turned  around  and 
gave  me  a  withering  stare.  She  then  said, 
"Harry,  we  will  have  to  move!"  They  im- 
mediately gathered  up  their  food,  water,  cof- 
fee and  utensils  and  moved  across  the  room. 
Now,  I  never  eat  scrambled  eggs  and  ba- 
con unless  I  am  at  home. 
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Noises 

Have  you  ever  gone  to  a  matinee 
When  all  the  audience  is  girls  and  boys, 
And  listened  throughout  the  entire  play 
To  the  various  echoes  of  their  noise? 

There's  a  snap  and  pop 
With  no  sign  of  stop. 
There's  crackle  and  crunch 
And  an  occasional  munch. 

They  shift  and  prattle 
While  wrappers  they  rattle. 
They  cheer,  then  hiss; 
But  not  a  play  do  they  miss. 

JANIS  McKEAG  —  Form  III 


THE  ECUMENICAL  GUINEA  PIG 

The  Sunday  morning  dawned  bright  and 
clear.  At  ten-thirty  a  group  of  rosy-cheeked 
young  ladies  neatly  dressed  in  warm  coats 
walked  primly  towards  St.  Anne's  Church. 
Their  feet  crunched  on  the  snow-covered  walk 
as  they  trod  along  in  the  crisp  morning  air. 
Unknown  to  the  senior  girls  in  charge,  curled 
in  the  depths  of  a  winter  coat  pocket,  nestled 
a  black  and  white  guinea  pig.  He  had  been 
bought  by  one  of  the  girls  as  a  pet  for  herself 
and  her  roommates.  We  had  brought  him  to 
church,  hoping  that  his  religious  knowledge 
would  be  improved. 

We  settled  down  happily  to  listen  to  the 
service  and  fervently  hoped  it  would  help  our 
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rodent  friend.  We  deeply  feared  he  was  of 
heathen  inclination.  Suddenly  there  was  a 
crash  as  one  of  the  offering  plates  fell  dur- 
ing the  collection,  and  we  turned  around  to 
see  the  cause  of  the  commotion.  But,  Tom's 
reactions  were  different.  Startled  by  the 
noise,  he  wormed  his  way  out  of  Carol's 
pocket.  He  dropped  to  the  floor  with  a  thud. 
Free  he  ran,  squeaking  frantically  down  the 
aisle.  Too  late,  Carol  realized  what  had  hap- 
pened. Dismayed  and  helpless,  she  looked  at 
us.  What  could  she  do?  A  sharp  tap  on  her 
shoulder  made  her  turn  around  to  meet  the 
furious  eyes  of  the  prefect  in  charge. 

"What  on  earth  do  you  think  you're  do- 
ing?" she  hissed. 

Carol  was  speechless.  She  was  saved  an  ex- 
planation by  the  girl's  curt  command. 

"Catch  the  horrid  beast,  for  heaven's 
sake!" 

We  watched  helplessly  as  poor  Carol 
scrambled  down  the  aisle  after  Tom.  She  put 
the  poor  animal  into  her  pocket  and  sat  down. 
The  rest  of  the  service  was  endured  in  great 
discomfort.  We  knew  that  serious  trouble 
awaited  us.  The  group  of  girls  that  returned 
to  the  school  was  a  very  downcast  one.  Gone 
was  our  enjoyment  of  the  crisp  air  and  clear 
sunshine.  We  were  all  silent  and  gloomy. 

Carol  was  sent  up  to  the  Prefects'  sitting- 
room.  We  sat,  awaiting  her  return.  When  we 
heard  her  running  down  the  stairs,  we  looked 
at  one  another,  fingers  crossed.  Carol's  words 
erased  the  gloom  in  the  room  as  the  first 
rays  of  sunshine  clear  away  the  mist  after 
a  storm. 

"We  can  keep  him!" 

We  gaped  at  her  unbelievingly.  The  sharp 
ring  of  the  dinner-bell  cut  the  silence. 
Strage  to  have  a  common  thing  like  a  dinner- 
bell  end  such  an  exciting  morning! 

JENNIFER  WEISS  —  Form  II 


Death 

Your  six  white  stallions  and  rich  black  coach 
Glide   between  the   gates  of  fate, 
Silently  stealing  through  the  dark  of  night 
Kidnapping  weary  souls  and  encouraging  hate. 
Towards  the  gates  they  wing  their  way 
Judgment  passed,  they  turn  each  face 
To   the   eternal   kingdom  where   love   reigns 
Or  to  the  fiery  domain  of  hell's  race. 
We  fear  their  breath  so  cola  and  deadly 
Which  impregnates  the  very  air, 
For  their  presence  is  ever  near  us 
Reminding  us  of  our  short  life,  though  fair. 
0  Death,  linger  not  upon  my  threshold! 
Get  thee  hence  -  Thou  art  too  bold. 

ELAINE  WADHAM 


MY  LORD  BISHOP 

On  Sunday  afternoon,  Father  appeared 
with  a  very  important  announcement. 

"Children,"  he  said,  "we  are  going  to  have 
the  privilege  of  entertaining  a  very  dis- 
tinguished guest  in  our  home  on  Friday.  His 
name  is  Bishop  Reindorp  who  is  the  bishop  of 
Guildford  in  Surrey,  England.  Furthermore, 
he  has  demanded  that  all  the  children  be 
present!" 

Shivers  came  through  us  as  we  listened 
to  these  last  words.  The  bishop  had  com- 
manded us  to  be  present! 

As  the  week  passed,  all  I  could  think  of 
was  our  guest  who  was  coming  on  Friday  for 
dinner.  What  was  he  like?  Why  had  he  com- 
manded us  to  be  present?  Perhaps  he  was 
comparing  Canadian  clergy's  children  to  those 
of  English  clergy! 

In  my  mind,  I  built  up  a  picture  of  the 
bishop.  He  was  a  towering  figure  of  over  six 
feet.  His  hair  was  a  mottled  white.  His  eyes 
were  a  cold,  steel  grey.  When  they  met  mine, 
they  seemed  to  pierce  right  through  me,  and 
I  knew  that  he  could  tell  everything  that  was 
going  on  in  my  mind.  Like  many  English- 
men, he  carried  a  cane  which  he  tapped 
continuously.  His  voice  frightened  me.  It  was 
hard  and  cold,  and  it  echoed  throughout  the 
house..  As  the  ;  great  day  grew -nearer,"  the 
figure  haunted  me. 

Finally  the  dreaded  moment  came,  when 
Bishop  Reindorp  arrived.  Mother  and  Father 
greeted  him  warmly  and  brought  him  in  to 
meet  the  trembling  tribe. 

When  I  saw  the  bishop,  I  was  dumb- 
founded. All  I  could  do  was  stare  open- 
mouthed. 

"Is  there  something  the  matter,  my  dear?" 
came  the  rich  voice  of  the  bishop. 

The  family  laughed,  and  I  blushed,  rea- 
lizing how  ridiculous  I  must  have  looked.  I 
stuttered  a  reply. 

"N-No,  sir,  I-I  am  fine,  thank  you." 

When  looking  at  the  kind  visage  of  the 
bishop  which  bore  a  friendly,  warm  smile  and 
clear,  understanding  eyes,  I  had  to  laugh 
to  myself  as  I  remembered  the  severe  face 
and  steel,  grey  eyes  of  "my  bishop." 

It  was  plain  to  see  that  "my  lord"  adored 
children,  as  he  sat  telilng  stories  and  jokes, 
his  eyes  sparkling.  Father  informed  us  later 
that  this  was  the  reason  for  our  ordered 
presence. 

As  the  most  wonderful  evening  of  my  life 
drew  to  a  close,  I  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief 
as  I  thought  of  how  miserable  it  would  have 
been  if  "my  bishop"  had  come  to  visit. 
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Someday  I'll  Smile 

They  said  he  had  died, 

But  I  was  with  him  only  yesterday; 

Surely  they  had  lied! 

I  remember  eyes, 

Blue  as  a  summer  sky,  twinkling,  gay. 

Our  tender  good-byes. 

He'd  write  me  he  said 

As  he  kissed  me  farewell,  but  now  I  must 

Write  of  him!  he's  dead. 

The  words  mock  me  now, 

But  in  some  future  hour,  I'll  think  of  fun, 

The  trip  in  the  scow, 

The  day  at  the  lake, 

Or  other  adventures  of  the  summer 

And  smile  for  his  sake. 

JUDITH  DOWLER  —  Form  VI 


herself  behind  a  bush  near  the  bandstand. 
Strains  of  beautiful  violin  music  filled  the 
warm  air.  Now  the  tune  changed  from  a 
waltz  to  "Beautiful  Dreamer."  "Freddy,"  she 
cried,  "Come  to  me!" 

"Violet!"  he  cried. 

"Oh,  that's  our  favourite  tune,"  she  said. 

"Yes,  the  tune  played  at  our  engagement," 
he  replied,  "and  at  our  party  afterwards 
here." 

"Freddy,  you  went  to  sea  and  were  said 
to  have  been  shipwrecked  near  Africa,"  she 
cried. 

"Dear,  I  am  back  now,  for  you,  for  ever." 
They  were  married  in  a  month.  Now  when- 
ever they  have  company,  Freddy  plays  the 
"Beautiful  Dreamer,"  the  haunting  melody. 
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THE  HAUNTING  MELODY 

One  warm,  summer  evening  an  old  lady 
strolled  through  the  park  enjoying  the  quiet. 
Violet,  which  was  the  lady's  name,  loitered 
on  the  paths  to  enjoy  the  sweet  smell  of  the 
blooming  roses.  The  crickets  chirped  con- 
tentedly in  the  nearby  pond.  The  park  was 
peaceful  that  evening. 

She  walked  on  until  she  came  to  the  fork 
of  the  path.  Between  the  two  paths  was  an 
old  signpost.  To  the  left  the  sign  read,  "The 
Fairies'  Garden."  The  other  sign  pointing  to 
the  right  path  read,  "The  Fairies'  Palace  of 
Music." 

"Ah,  the  old  bandstand  brings  back  so 
many  memories,"  she  said  as  she  reached  it. 

"When  I  was  young  the  rustic  pillars  were 
decked  with  flowers,"  she  said  to  herself. 
"The  circle  held  the  band  and  some  dancers 
too,"  she  stated.  "Dreamy  waltzes  held  the 
people  spellbound.  Oh  those  were  the  days!" 
she  exclaimed.  "Now  the  paint  is  peeled,  the 
floor  too  weak  to  dance  on,  and  the  sides 
broken  and  ugly."  Sadly  she  whispered, 
"Those  days  are  over!  Only  sweet  memories 
are  left  to  replace  the  music  and  merriment." 

Suddenly  the  clear  sad  notes  of  a  violin 
gently  disturbed  the  silence.  Violet,  thinking 
that  she  imagined  it,  began  to  dance  to  the 
music  with  an  imaginary  partner.  Suddenly 
she  stopped.  The  music  was  real!  "Who  played 
the  violin?"  she  asked  herself.  Silence,  then 
a  rustle  of  leaves,  and  Violet  saw  an  old 
man  hurrying  away.  She  did  not  see  his  face 
as  he  fled.  Puzzled,  she  walked  home,  promis- 
ing to  return  the  next  evening. 

The  next  evening  Violet  returned  to  the 
old  bandstand  to  find  out  who  had  played  the 
violin  for  her.  "Did  I  hear  footsteps?"  she 
asked   herself.   Bent   double,   she   concealed 


A  BIRD  BEGAN  TO  SING 

Mr.  Hodges  looked  at  his  watch  again.  It 
was  seven  forty-five.  The  rain  poured  down, 
forming  small  pools  of  water  at  his  feet.  That 
morning  was  dreary  and  Mr.  Hodges  felt  de- 
pressed. Even  the  air  seemed  drab,  for  a 
thin,  grey  fog  had  settled.  Tall,  bleak  skele- 
tons of  trees  towered  above  the  bench  where 
he  was  sitting.  A  sigh  escaped  him. 

He  was  tired  and  the  last  thing  he  wanted 
to  do  was  to  go  to  work.  Today  he  would  go 
to  work,  tomorrow  he  would  go  to  work,  and 
for  ages  after  that  he  would  go.  His  eyes 
brightened  for  an  instant.  Today  he  would 
wait  for  Miss  Valour  and  walk  with  her  to  the 
office.  He  was  sure  she  liked  him,  for  she 
smiled  at  him  every  morning  when  he  came 
into  the  office.  Sitting  up  a  little,  he  tightened 
his  hold  on  the  umbrella.  His  face  darkened 
as  he  thought,  "But  what  if  she  doesn't  like 
me?"  For  no  one  except  Miss  Valour  ever 
smiled  at  him.  He  remembered  the  time  he 
had  heard  two  other  employees  talking  about 
him. 

"Mr.  Hodges  is  an  awfully  quiet  chap,"  re- 
marked one. 

"It  is  a  wonder  he  doesn't  fade  away," 
laughingly  remarked  the  other. 

He  grew  sullen  as  he  remembered.  Frown- 
ing he  mused  to  himself,  "I  do  hope  she 
likes  me."  Just  then  he  heard  the  sound  of 
approaching  footsteps. 

"Why,  hello  Mr.  Hodges,"  a  friendly  voice 
said. 

He  looked  up,  smiling,  and  said,  "Hello, 
are  you  going  to  the  office?" 

"Now  where  would  I  be  going  on  a  day 
like  this?  There  is  hardly  even  a  bird  to  be 
found  out  in  this  weather,"  she  said  laugh- 
ingly. 
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"Do  you  mind  if  I  join  you?"  he  asked 
earnestly. 

"Of  course  not,"  she  replied. 

They  walked  together  for  a  while,  each 
thinking  about  different  things. 

"I  certainly  hope  Mr.  Grenville  is  in  a 
good  mood  today,"  said  Miss  Valour  after  a 
long  silence.  Mr.  Grenville  was  the  manager. 
He  was  a  large  man  and  loved  to  talk,  especi- 
ally about  himself.  He  loved  to  tell  others 
how  he  had  worked  himself  to  the  top. 

Suddenly  a  car  came  to  an  abrupt  halt  by 
the  curb,  spraying  Mr.  Hodges  with  water. 

"Would  you  like  a  lift?"  Mr.  Grenville 
asked  Miss  Valour,  coldly  ignoring  Mr. 
Hodges. 

"No,  thank  you,  Mr.  Grenville,"  replied 
Miss  Valour  pleasantly. 

Mr.  Grenville's  face  flushed  with  irritation 
and  his  manner  became  menacing.  "Are  you 
sure?"  he  said,  and  opened  the  car  door. 

Mr.  Hodge's  face  became  pale  as  he 
waited. 

"Yes,  thanks;  we  prefer  to  walk,"  he  heard 
Miss  Valour  say. 

Mr.  Grenville  eyed  the  two,  shut  the  car 
door  noisily,  and  drove  off.  Mr.  Hodges 
though  to  himself,  "She  did  not  want  a  ride, 
even  though  it  is  raining!"  He  looked  at  her 
and  they  both  smiled.  At  that  moment  it 
seemed  that  the  rain  stopped,  the  fog  lifted, 
and  a  bird  began  to  sing. 

ANN  TOWNSEND  —  Form  III 

Spiders 

These  are  my  friends,  these  spindly  spiders, 
Eminent  enemies,  excellent  hiders, 

Is  it  they  who  of  pests  my  bedroom  do  rid. 

These  silent  stalkers,  I  watched  where  they 
hid. 

In  wispy  webs  where  ants  are  threshing, 
And  floundering  flies  are  caught  in  the 
meshing, 
This  fly-catching  friend  is  feeding  the  birds. 
In  cocoons  of  silk  his  dinner  he  girds. 

With  treacherous  teeth  sunk  deep  into  flesh, 
The  deep  scarlet  blood  on  their  limbs  is 

fresh. 
They  waste  not  their  time  when  waiting  to 

kill; 
I  watched  every  scene  from  my  window  sill. 

In  cobwebby  corners  where  hide  the  small 
fishers 
I  seem  to  be  their  only  well-wishers, 
For  if  mopping  maids  walk  into  a  thread 
Of   unseen   stickiness-Swish!    The   spider   is 
dead. 

ELIZABETH  HAWORTH  —  Form  I 


YOUNG  HUNTER 

"Well,  Peter,  would  you  like  to  go?"  his 
father  inquired  absently. 

"Do  you  really  mean  it,  Dad?"  Peter  cried 
eagerly. 

"I  certainly  do,"  his  father  said.  "I  think 
fourteen  is  old  enough  to  go  on  a  hunting 
trip." 

With  the  discussion  ended,  Mr.  Martin 
settled  back  into  his  deep,  comfortable  chair. 
The  curls  of  smoke  from  his  pipe  almost 
looked  as  if  they  were  being  inhaled  by  the 
mounted  grizzly  bear  head  above  him.  A 
moose  and  several  deer  heads  with  magnifi- 
cent antlers  were  hanging  on  either  side  of 
the  huge  trophy.  A  skilled  taxidermist  had 
prepared  them,  and  their  life-like  counten- 
ances gave  the  room  an  eerie  atmosphere. 

Peter,  returning  to  his  book,  On  Safari, 
was  lying  stretched  out  on  the  rug  in  front  of 
the  fire.  The  flames  crackled  merrily  on  the 
hearth,  casting  a  red  glow  on  his  intent  face. 
His  attention  was  drawn  to  the  swirling  mass 
of  flame,  and  as  he  gazed  into  it,  his  imagina- 
tion took  possession  of  him.  He  saw  himself 
on  the  African  veldt,  aiming  a  large  elephant 
gun  at  a  crouching  tiger.  His  finger  squeezed 
the  trigger,  the  huge  beast  dropped,  and  he 
was  lifted  on  to  the  shoulders  of  a  grateful 
tribe. 

In  the  next  few  days  Peter's  brain  teemed 
with  plans  for  the  trip.  After  much  deliber- 
ation he  chose  a  place  to  hang  the  head  of  the 
deer  he  was  going  to  shoot.  He  was  deter- 
mined to  have  as  many  trophies  to  be  proud 
of  as  his  father  had.  A  deer  or  two  this 
season  .  .  .  perhaps  a  grizzly  when  he  became 
more  experienced.  That  would  certainly  give 
him  a  good  start.  Already  he  could  visualize 
the  plaques  mounted  on  the  wall!  To  his  sur- 
prise and  delight,  his  father  presented  him 
with  a  gun  of  his  own.  Faithfully  every  morn- 
ing he  went  out  to  practise.  How  absolutely 
mortifying  it  would  be  if  he  missed  the  game 
on  the  trip!  Peter  was  sure  his  father  would 
never  again  take  him  along  if  he  made  a 
blunder  like  that! 

The  day  of  the  trip  dawned  clear  and  cold 
in  the  November  sky.  The  trees,  bared  of 
their  leaves,  stood  stark  and  grey.  Peter  and 
his  father,  loaded  with  equipment,  set  off  into 
the  woods.  The  snapping  of  twigs  and  crunch- 
ing of  leaves  broke  the  stillness  of  the  forest 
as  they  trudged  on  their  way.  Then,  approach- 
ing deer  country,  they  became  more  cautious, 
and  spoke  only  in  whispers. 

One  morning,  while  they  were  stalking  the 
woods  searching  for  deer  tracks,  Mr.  Martin 
stopped  suddenly,  motioning  to  Peter  to  do 
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the  same.  Feeding  on  some  moss  was  a  magni- 
ficent stag,  not  more  than  ten  yards  away.  As 
yet  he  was  unaware  of  their  presence.  Peter 
gasped  in  sheer  admiration  of  the  proud  ani- 
mal. The  stag's  body  was  lithe  and  muscular, 
with  its  antlers  crowning  its  head  majestic- 
ally. At  his  father's  signal  to  shoot,  Peter 
cocked  the  gun  and  aimed  it.  Suddenly  the 
animal  looked  up,  with  a  frightened,  puzzled 
expression  in  its  gentle  eyes. 

For  a  moment  Peter  hesitated,  but  he  had 
lived  this  moment  so  often  in  his  dreams  that 
the  next  step  was  automatic.  The  shot  rang 
and  echoed  in  the  deserted  woods.  The  stag 
dropped  to  the  ground. 

Staring  blankly  at  the  dead  animal,  Peter 
stood,  paralyzed.  He  was  completely  void  of 
emotion  or  sense.  His  father  rushed  over  to 
examine  the  kill. 

"Good  shot,  son!  Got  him  right  through 
the  heart.  I'm  proud  of  you!"  he  said.  How- 
ever, his  father's  prajse  only  made  him 
realize  more  acutely  the  horror  of  what  he 
had  done.  It  was  his  fault  that  that  magnifi- 
cent, innocent  creature  lay  motionless  on  the 
ground.  With  one  thoughtless  impulse  he  had 
stilled  its  heart  for  ever. 

"Lucifer!  What  are  you  staring  at?"  de- 
manded his  father  impatiently.  "Don't  tell  me 
you're  squeamish  at  the  sight  of  a  little 
blood!" 

Unable  to  bear  the  presence  of  the  thing 
he  had  destroyed,  Peter  dropped  the  gun  and 
ran. 

SHELLEY  MITCHELL  —  Form  /// 


My  Magic  Vase 

Last  night,  when  all  had  gone  to  sleep, 

I  to  my  magic  vase  did  creep, 

Softly,  silently, 

And  there  behold  it  all  aglow; 

Then  gently  rubbed  it  to  and  fro. 

Genie  appeared  right  at  my  side, 

"Where  shall  we  go  tonight?"  she   cried, 

Pausing  pensively. 

Without  a  word  my  thoughts  she  knew 

And  back  to  the  days  of  yore  we  flew. 

There  were  Robin  Hood  and  his  men, 
Chasing  the  sheriff  through  the  glen, 
Riding  rapidly. 

With  utter  glee  I  joined  the  band, 
Feeling  the  glory  of  the  land. 

All  too  quickly  the  time  had  fled, 
And  there  I  was  back  in  my  bed, 
Dreaming  drowsily 
Of  my  wonderful  nightly  flights, 
Stirring  adventures,  dazzling  sights. 

DIANA  MAJURY  —  Form  III 


A  Carefree  Folksinger 

A  singer  who  sings 

Of  ballads  and  creeds 

Under  a  roof,  under  some  trees  — 

With  confident  ease 

She  sings  to  please 

The  youth  at  her  feet. 

With  hair  misty  black 

And  guitar  in  her  lap, 

She  urges  her  listeners  to  clap; 

Cares  are  released 

And  the  clappings  increase 

With  the  stirring  beat. 

PAMELA  DANGERFIELD  —  Form  III 


K.  NEILSON 

BY  THE  SEASIDE 

It  was  before  dawn  on  a  Saturday  morn- 
ing. The  sea  was  stretched  out  for  miles.  The 
calm  blue  water  was  covered  by  a  thin  mist. 
The  first  rays  of  sunlight  were  beginning  to 
show  over  the  treetops.  There  was  not  a 
single  person  in  sight.  The  beach  was  quiet 
and  still.  As  the  sun  cilmbed  higher,  the  sand 
was  struck  by  the  warm,  glowing  sunbeams. 
There  was  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  see.  A  lone  sea-gull  glided  over  the 
waters,  occasionally  swooping  down.  Then  the 
tide  began  to  come  in. 

The  waves  came  up  farther  and  farther 
onto  the  shore.  The  first  few  people  appeared 
on  the  beach.  Coloured  umbrellas  went  up. 
The  waves  crashed  against  the  shore.  The  chil- 
dren ran  out  to  greet  them  and  were  hurled 
back  onto  the  sand.  Farther  out,  baskets 
were  opened,  towels  spread  out,  and  surf- 
boards propped  up  in  the  sand.  Overhead,  the 
gulls  could  be  heard  screeching.  The  chatter 
of  voices  from  along  the  beach,  and  shrieks 
of  delight  from  children  splashing  and  play- 
ing in  the  water  were  heard.  Sails  were  rig- 
ged up  and  sand  castles  were  built.  There  was 
excitement  in  every  direction.  Everyone  was 
in  the  best  of  spirits. 

SARAH  EVERETT  —  Form  II 
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IMPRESSIONS  of  CHRISTMAS  at  SCHOOL 

by  a  new  boarder 

The  Christmas  spirit  arrives  early  at  Bal- 
moral Hall.  As  soon  as  examinations  are  over 
early  in  December  an  air  of  excitement  seems 
to  set  in.  A  flurry  of  decorations,  travel  ar- 
rangements, carol  service  practices  all  seem 
to  be  part  of  this  Christmas  spirit.  Commit- 
tees decorate  the  gymnasium  with  trees  and 
the  library  with  nativity  pictures  and  Christ- 
mas books.  Even  the  halls  and  corridors 
seem  to  catch  the  Spirit  of  the  Season. 

Wrapping  paper,  gifts,  surprise  and  whis- 
pered secrets  all  become  a  part  of  the  res- 
idence. The  high  moment  was  our  boarders' 
Christmas  dinner.  In  our  most  festive  dresses 
we  greeted  the  staff  and  some  of  the  senior 
day  girls  in  Aikins  House. 

Escorted  by  senior  girls  and  followed 
closely  by  Junior  escorts  the  staff  were  taken 
to  the  dining-room.  A  festive  air  was  created 
by  candlelight,  party-crackers,  special  gum- 
drop  trees  and  the  lighted  Christmas  trees. 
It  was  a  big  family  Christmas  dinner  with 
turkey  and  all  the  trimmings,  end-of-term 
excitement  and  happy  feelings  of  soon  going 
home.  Dinner  was  followed  by  the  exchang- 
ing of  gifts  from  the  decorated  tree  in  the 
common  room.  Gifts  —  Christmas  cake  — ■ 
punch  and  lots  of  singing  concluded  the 
happy  event. 

Even  though  the  choir  practised  regularly 
throughout  the  term,  there  were  many  extra 
concentrated  movements  of  hard  work  as 
the  time  for  the  Christmas  Carol  Service 
approached.  Readers,  Actors  and  choristers 
were  all  busy  in  both  Junior  and  Senior 
School  preparing  for  this  Service.  But  it  is 
all  so  worth  while,  so  special  and  such  a 
good  end  to  my  first  term.  That  evening  we 
left  by  bus,  plane,  train  and  car  for  our 
respective  homes  taking  with  us  happy  mem- 
ories of  Christmas  at  Balmoral  Hall. 

JANET  JACKSON  —  Form  VI 


FORM  III  VISITS  A  DAY  NURSERY 

In  the  spring  term  Form  III  visited  the 
Broadway  Day  Nursery.  This  nursery,  which 
is  partly  supported  by  the  United  Way,  is 
where  many  mothers  bring  their  children  to 
be  looked  after  while  they  work.  Here  we 
saw  the  children  at  play,  at  lunch,  during 
their  rest,  and  for  their  story. 

Play  is  very  important  to  children,  because 
it  is  their  work.  It  teaches  them  to  get  along 
with  each  other,  helps  them  to  learn,  and 
gives  them  a  chance  to  show  their  feelings. 
At  the  nursery  the  toys  were  chosen  to  give 


the  children  pleasure,  and  to  develop  them 
physically,  mentally,  and  socially.  The  chil- 
dren we  saw  were  happily  playing  together, 
and  with  the  aid  of  the  staff  they  were  able 
to  draw  full  benefits  from  the  toys  and  their 
group  play. 

Before  lunch,  the  children  spent  a  quiet 
half -hour  listening  to  stories.  The  stories 
were  simple,  but  they  all  taught  the  children 
something.  On  the  whole,  the  children 
were  quiet  and  attentive,  but  a  few  showed 
distraction  from  our  presence.  The  teacher 
read  in  a  quiet,  expressive  voice,  showing 
the  children  the  pictures,  and  allowing  them 
to  make  comments  on  the  story. 

We  were  fortunate  enough  to  see  the  chil- 
dren at  their  lunch.  They  were  divided  into 
small  groups,  each  group  sitting  at  a  table 
with  a  teacher  to  serve  and  help.  Here  the 
children  are  taught  good  manners,  and  by 
a  gradual  process  they  learn  to  like  each 
meal  they  are  served.  After  lunch  each  child 
was  given  a  vitamin. 

This  nursery  is  concerned  for  the  care  of 
each  individual  child,  not  only  the  group. 
The  staff  were  firm,  kind,  and  loving,  giving 
the  children  a  feeling  of  being  wanted,  and 
of  security.  Many  problem  children  have  been 
sent  to  this  nursery,  and  we  were  told  of 
the  marvellous  changes  the  staff  have  been 
able  to  make  in  them.  Those  who  were  once 
wild  and  rebellious  are  becoming  calm  and 
loving  and  those  who  were  shy  and  withdrawn 
now  make  friends. 

This  was  an  excelleont  opportunity  for 
Form  III  to  learn  something  quite  new. 


SPECIAL   PERFORMANCE 

On  Tuesday,  February  8th,  Forms  IV  and 
V  attended  a  special  performance  by  four 
members  of  the  Manitoba  Theatre  Centre  at 
St.  Mary's  Academy.  The  programme  was 
opened  and  closed  with  selections  from,  "As 
You  Lit  It".  "Christ  Climbed  Down"  by  Law- 
rence Terlenghetti  was  a  satire  on  how  very 
commercialized  Christmas  has  become.  The 
opening  scene  from  Ionesco's  "The  Bald 
Soprano"  was  an  ironical  interpretation  of 
the  problem  of  communication  between  an 
English  couple.  "The  Congo"  by  Rachel 
Lindsay  was  presented  in  an  oral  dance  and 
was  followed  by  Robert  Frost's,  "Death  of  the 
Hired  Man".  The  selection  of  Scene  II  Act  II 
of  "King  Henry  II"  on  the  clever  courtship 
of  Catherine  by  Henry  and  his  adroit  playing 
on  words,  provided  much  amusement  for  the 
audience.  We  look  forward  to  a  similar  op- 
portunity next  year. 
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CUPID  CAPERS 

Cupids,  heart  and  candles  transformed 
the  dining-room  of  Dalton  House  into  a  place 
of  stately  elegance,  an  appropriate  setting  for 
the  Cupid  Capers  banquet.  Following  dinner, 
coffee  was  served  in  Aikins  House. 

Everyone  then  proceeded  to  the  gymna- 
sium where  a  cascade  of  red  and  white 
streamers  and  hearts  and  cupids  greeted  the 
dancers. 

Reigning  over  the  festivities  was  a  golden 
cupid,  who  did  his  work  throughout  the  eve- 
ning, as  his  arrows  appeared  to  hit  many  a 
target. 

CATHERINE  VIVIAN 


DANCE  PREPARATIONS 

The  great  success  of  "Cupid  Capers"  was 
due  to  the  careful  planning  and  thoughful 
preparation  on  the  part  of  a  few  girls.  Mary 
Bruce,  the  Convener,  co-ordinated  the  work 
involved  in  the  making  of  wall  decorations; 
she  also  made  artistic  use  of  Sheryl  Noonan's 
Cupid.  Cathi  Bell  displayed  great  ingenuity 
in  decorating  the  dining-room;  as  Miss  Mur- 
rell-Wright  said,  "It  has  never  been  so  beau- 
tiful". 

All  those  who  contributed  so  tangibly  to 
the  success  of  "Cupid  Capers"  are  to  be 
congratulated. 

SUSAN  CRAMP 


INITIATION 

Initiation  1965  was  a  very  eventful  night 
for  old  girls  as  well  as  new.  The  prepara- 
tions for  "Spectaculum  Romanum"  included 
activities  which  varied  from  furniture-moving 
to  popcorn  popping,  but  once  begun,  not  even 
a  flood  of  mustard  could  stop  the  fun. 

The  evening  of  entertainment  began  in 
the  Colosseum  with  many  skill-testing  games, 
ranging  from  the  shot-put  to  a  chariot  race. 
Roman  table  manners  were  demonstrated  and 
all  the  latest  medical  techniques  were  ex- 
hibited in  Surgery-a-go-go.  After  the  games 
were  completed,  it  was  unanimously  decided 
to  accept  the  captives  as  Roman  citizens. 

We  then  moved  up  the  Appian  Way  to  the 
United  Way  in  the  Forum.  Stalls  run  by 
each  House  tempted  guests  to  participate  in 
various  money-making  but  interesting  activ- 
ities. 

Returning  to  the  Colosseum,  the  "prae 
fectae"  presented  a  fairly  tale  called  "Album 
Nix"  which  thoroughly  delighted  everyone. 
Any  similarity  to  any  other  fairy  tale  is 
purely  accidental!  Who  could  ever  forget  the 
cackle  of  the  witch,  and  the  efforts  of  Latin 
oration.  A  hearty  sing-song  brought  to  a  close 
a  very  worthwhile  evening  in  which  we  raised 
$169.58  for  the  United  Way,  enlisted  some 
new  citizens,  and  enjoyed  a  lovely  evening 
back  in  Roman  days. 

SUSAN  BRACKEN 
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THE  LIBRARY  EXECUTIVE 


Senior  Librarian  T.  Nance 

Processing  F.  Tanner 

Display  C.  Bell,  T.  Rogers 


Circulation   A.   Hunt 

Treasurer   R.   Condo 

Junior  School  Librarian  S.  Spohn 


THE  SENIOR  LIBRARY 

This  year  the  Senior  Library  committee 
is  pleased  to  report  the  accession  of  many 
new  books.  Monthly  book  donations  from  the 
"friends  of  the  library"  were  among  our  most 
prized  new  editions.  Perhaps  the  most  widely 
read  has  been  "The  Albert  Schweitzer  Al- 
bum.". Beside  these  the  library  ordered  and 
processed  250  books.  Some  of  the  titles  are: 

The  Art  of  India  —  Goetz 

Of  Human  Bondage  —  Somerset  Maughan 

Sean  O'Casey  —  Krause 

The  Comfortable  Pew  —  Berton 

The  Fossil  Book  —  Fenton 

Tennis  —  Sports  Illustrated 

Complete  Poems  of  Robert  Frost 

Dictionary  of  the  Bible  by  Hastings 

Venture  to  the  Interior  —  Van  der  Post 

My  Darling  Clementine  —  Fishman 

Circulation  has  been  steady  and  wide  use 
made  of  the  reference  books.  As  usual  some 
students  have  had  overdue  books  but  with 
the  fines  collected  by  Rosemary  Condo  we 
have  bought  a  shelf-label-marker.  After  school 
on  Friday  the  library  has  been  a  meeting 
place  for  many  committees.  Under  the  guid- 
nace  of  Frances  Tanner  everyone  had  some 


experience  in  processing.  Another  busy  group 
has  been  the  display  committee.  Interesting 
displays  of  books  on  music,  science,  archi- 
tecture, art  and  careers,  have  shown  both 
students  and  staff  the  wide  range  of  subject 
matter  on  our  library  shelves  and  in  the 
picture  file.  A  special  thanks  to  Garrity  Smith 
for  her  posters. 

A  Library  Quiz  attracted  many  contes- 
tants and  stimulated  wide  research,  with 
Nina  Mae  Sutherland,  Ballater  and  Jean  Riley, 
Craig  Gowan  winning  the  honours  for  the 
Quiz  and  Marlene  Fandrick,  Braemar  and 
Deanna  Silvester,  Glen  Gairn  placing  first  in 
their  section  for  the  title-story.  My  thanks 
go  to  the  Library  Committee  who  assisted 
with  the  corrections. 

Perhaps  the  most  useful  change  has  been 
the  completion  of  the  subject  file  begun  last 
summer  by  Jane  Moody,  one  of  our  old  girls. 
Subject,  title  and  author  cards  are  now  inter- 
filed. 

This  year  has  certainly  been  an  exciting 
one  for  me,  acknowledging  new  books,  seeing 
them  processed,  displayed  and  finally  in  cir- 
culation. We  have  a  library  to  be  proud  of 
and  a  library  committee  is  a  wonderful  way 
to  serve  our  school. 

TEDDIE  NANCE  —  Librarian 
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THE  JUNIOR  LIBRARY 

Book  displays  have  helped  to  maintain 
an  interest  in  reading  in  the  Junior  School. 
Throughout  the  year,  in  addition  to  displays 
of  books  on  music,  composers  and  hobbies, 
we  have  correlated  class  Georgraphy  studies 
with  displays  of  books  on  France,  Egypt  and 
Scandinavia. 

At  the  time  of  the  parents'  meeting  in 
March  a  special  display  was  created  to  il- 
lustrate Mrs.  Berry's  report  on  Early  Pat- 
terns in  Reading  which  was  given  in  the 
Junior  Library.  At  this  time  the  Junior  Lib- 
rary Committee  took  a  new  look  at  "Stepping 
Stones",  our  guide  book  in  this  area,  and 
displayed  from  our  shelves  the  best  in  chil- 
dren's classics. 

Successful  has  been  the  use  of  small  class- 
room libraries  in  the  junior  grades.  The  easy- 
to-read  books  were  re-organized  according  to 
reading  level  and  subject  matter  and  groups 
of  books  were  taken  to  the  classroom  for 
ready  distribution,  an  easy  return  and  con- 
stand  circulation. 

Approximately  100  new  books  were  pro- 
cessed during  the  year  and  after  display, 
found  their  way  to  the  right  shelf.  A  library 
committee  from  the  senior  school  assisted 
each  day  with  returning  books  to  the  shelves 
and  setting  up  the  displays. 

SALLY  SPOHN  —  For  the  Student  Committee 


MESSAGE  FROM  AFRICA 

On  September  24,  Mr.  Kisosankole  from 
Uganda  was  a  guest  speaker  at  Morning 
Prayers.  Mr.  Kisonankole  told  the  following 
story  which  could  be  applied  to  anyone  of 
any  age. 

A  naturalist  visited  a  man  who  raised 
chickens  in  the  jungle  of  Africa.  Among  the 
chickens  was  an  eagle  which  had  been  tamed, 
and  which  the  owner  was  sure  would  never 
fly  away.  The  naturalist  disagreed.  When  the 
eagle  was  placed  on  a  fence,  it  fell  back 
amongst  the  chickens,  as  it  did  when  it  was 
later  set  free  from  a  tree.  However,  the 
naturalist  was  sure  that  if  the  eagle  were 
set  free  in  its  natural  habitat,  it  would  fly 
away.  He  therefore  took  it  to  a  mountain 
top  and  again  released  it.  This  time  the  eagle 
soared  high  above  the  earth. 

In  this  story  we  see  the  message  that  a 
Christian  should  always  be  worthy  of  his 
special  endowments,  not  matter  where  he 
may  be. 

DITTE  LANSKY 


THE  DAY  IN  THE  COUNTRY 

The  evening  of  Saturday,  September  8th, 
brought  to  a  close  a  third  wonderful  "Day  in 
the  Country,"  held  this  year,  thanks  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  G.  T.  Richardson,  at  Kelburn  Stock 
Farms.  What  a  day!  Thanks  to  the  timeless 
planning  and  efforts  of  the  mothers,  and  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  girls  and  the  countless  visi- 
tors who  came  to  support  us,  it  was  again  a 
tremendous  success.  Even  the  weather-man 
co-operated  and  after  rain  had  fallen  steadily 
all  week  until  Friday  night,  Saturday  burst 
forth  in  bright  sunshine. 

From  the  bus  and  from  cars,  the  girls  hur- 
ried to  find  their  varied  jobs  and  were  ready 
as  the  first  visitors  arrived.  Throughout  the 
day  children  of  all  ages  competed  in  games  of 
skill,  enjoyed  hay  rides,  fed  animals,  and  in 
between  guarded  the  riverbank,  cleaned  up 
the  grounds,  helped  with  pony  rides  or 
worked  in  the  many  booths. 

The  guests  were  equally  busy.  A  steady 
stream  visited  the  home^baking  tent  in  search 
of  home-baked  cakes  and  pies,  or  were  seen 
laden  with  farm-fresh  squash,  eggs,  cauli- 
flowers or  pickling  needs  as  they  moved  away 
from  the  vegetable  stand.  Popular  again  were 
the  novel  items  of  the  handicraft  booth,  with 
excting  gifts  for  Christmas,  interesting  decor- 
ations and  all  kinds  of  clothes  for  Barbie-dolls. 
The  busy  booths  were  surpassed  only  by  the 
business  at  the  hot  dog  and  hamburger  stands 
where  barbecued  foods  were  ravenously  en- 
joyed, as  well  as  candy,  popcorn  and  cold 
drinks. 

Perhaps  the  highlight  of  the  day's  activi- 
ties for  us  was  the  horse  racing,  for  which  we 
had  sold  numerous  tickets.  To  Braemar's  de- 
light the  house  with  the  Blue  banner  proved 
to  be  the  champion. 

The  end  of  the  day  saw  first  the  visitors 
disappear  and  then  the  cars  moving  away 
from  the  parking  lot  with  tired  children  hap- 
pily bedecked  with  ribbons,  indicating  their 
victories,  weary  but  happy  mothers  with  their 
home-baking,  vegetables  and  handicrafts  and 
the  senior  students  eagerly  anticipating  the 
results  of  another  successful  "Day  in  the 
Country." 

DEANNA  SILVESTER 
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Once  upon  a  time  Rex  and  William  were 
going  to  take  a  tour  of  an  old  castle.  They 
were  anxious  to  see  the  castle  because  of  the 
knights  in  shining  armour,  lances,  swords, 
battleaxes  and  shields. 

When  they  went  on  Wednesday  they  found 
out  that  they  had  to  go  around  with  a  guide. 
They  followed  a  party  up  and  down  long  wide 
hallways.  They  were  so  interested  in  the  orna- 
ments hanging  from  the  walls  that  they  didn't 
notice  the  party  was  far  ahead.  Soon  Rex 
turned  and  asked  where  the  party  was.  "I 
don't  know,"  replied  William. 

The  two  boys  ran  up  and  down  the  wide 
halls  calling  for  the  party,  but  it  did  no  good. 
It  seemed  difficult  because  the  voices  echoed 
from  every  side.  Then  they  saw  a  door  and 
thought  the  party  had  gone  through  it  but  it 
was  locked. 

Rex  said,  "Maybe  there  is  a  secret  button 
to  get  in?" 

So  the  boys  set  to  work.  They  pressed  the 
picture  nearby  but  nothing  happened.  Then 
Rex  tripped  and  fell  on  the  toe  of  a  statue 
and  the  heavy  door  opened. 

They  walked  in  and  saw  many  lovely 
paintings  and  rows  and  rows  of  books  so 
they  thought  it  was  a  place  for  storing  pre- 
cious thing.  Then  "BANG"  and  as  the  door 
closed  a  painting  fell.  They  saw  a  small  door 
behind  the  painting.  When  they  opened  it, 
they  saw  a  tunnel  and  so  they  climbed 
through. 

Finally  they  saw  a  speck  of  light  and  knew 
they  were  coming  to  the  end  of  the  tunnel. 
Finally  when  they  got  out  of  the  tunnel  they 
saw  the  party  and  called  to  them  and  the 
guide  helped  them  down. 

Later  they  found  out  that  the  room  they 
had  discovered  was  a  place  to  store  precious 
books  and  pantings  of  an  old  King  and 
Queen.  Men  had  been  searching  for  this  place 
for  hundreds  of  years  and  Rex  and  William 
had  found  it. 

DARCY  McKEAG  —  Grade  VI 
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Spring 

Spring  is  come, 
The  winter's  o'er, 
The  falling  snow 
Shall  be  no  more 

The  small  birds  chirp, 
The  children  play, 
And  everything, 
Is  bright  and  gay. 

Now  trees  are  in  bud 
And  flowers  in  bloom, 
Old  Sol  is  shining 
And  gone  is  the  gloom. 


PAT  DABRUS  —  Grade  VI 


JUNIOR  CAROL  SERVICE 

This  year,  under  the  direction  of  Miss 
Martin,  the  junior  School  presented  their  own 
Carol  Service.  It  was  a  refreshing  and  orig- 
inal production.  Each  class  participated  in 
its  own  portion  of  the  Service,  with  Choral 
readings  and  Carols  which  everyone  sang. 
Mary,  Joseph,  the  angels  and  the  shepherds 
were  portrayed  very  naturally. 

We  hope  the  junior  School  will  have  its 
own  Carol  Service  another  year  for  it  not 
only  gave  them  great  pleasure  to  display 
their  own  talents  but  provided  an  opportun- 
ity for  the  parents  to  appreciate  their  efforts. 
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CLEANING  THE  ATTIC 

It  was  Saturday,  a  beautiful  day  and  I 
had  to  clean  out  the  attic.  I  hated  it!  First 
of  all  I  opened  a  big  chest  full  of  old  books. 
I  read  a  few  of  them  and  then  stacked  them 
in  neat  piles  in  the  chest.  The  second  chest  I 
opened  was  full  of  old  snaps.  Some  of  them 
were  of  my  mother  when  she  was  young.  The 
third  and  last  chest  was  full  of  dresses  that 
were  too  small  for  Mother. 

Suddenly,  I  had  a  good  idea!  I  got  dressed 
in  a  plain  dress  and  a  blond  wig.  Then  I  went 
downstairs  where  Mother  was  working.  I  went 
outside  and  rang  the  bell.  Mother  came  to 
answer  the  door.  "Oh,  hello.  I'm  your  new 
neighbour,"  I  said  in  a  high-pitched  voice. 

"I  heard  there  was  a  new  neighbour,"  said 
Mother,  "Would  you  like  to  stay  for  coffee?" 

"That  would  be  very  nice,"  I  said.  I  really 
disliked  coffee.  I  sat  down  and  Mother 
brought  the  coffee  ...  I  drank  a  little  bit, 
then  spluttered  and  coughed. 

"What's  the  matter?"  Mother  asked.  Just 
then  the  wig  felt  uncomfortable.  By  accident 
it  slipped  off. 

"Barbara!  You've  been  playing  a  joke  on 
me,"  said  Mother  in  surprise. 

"You  really  did  fall  for  it,"  I  laughed. 

"Well,  you  better  go  back  and  clean  the 
attic,"  said  Mother. 

"Too  bad,"  I  said  as  I  went  upstairs. 

"I  didn't  get  out  of  the  job  of  cleaning  the 
attic." 

BARBARA  MORRIS  —  Grade  V 


THE  HAUNTED  MILL 

"An  old  musty  building  and  not  one  single 
person  has  been  near  it  since  that  "weird 
thing"  has  been  around,"  they  all  said. 

That  afternoon,  as  Alice  walked  home, 
she  thought  to  herself,  "Oh,  they're  just  old 
timers.  What  do  they  know  about  it.  Why, 
I'll  just  go  and  see  it  as  soon  as  I  get  home." 

What  Alice  was  in  for,  she  didn't  know. 
As  she  changed  from  her  clean,  white  blouse 
and  her  green  tartan  skirt  to  her  jeans,  she 
thought,  "I  think  they're  silly  to  believe  that 
there  is  some  "thing"  in  the  mill." 

Alice  told  her  mother  where  she  was  go- 
ing and  thoughtfully  walked  down  the  street. 
Soon  she  came  to  where  the  woods  began,  and 
walked  through  the  woods  to  the  mill.  Alice 
walked  for  what  seemed  miles,  then  out  of 
the  ground  rose  a  tall  and  weed-covered  build- 
ing. As  she  walked  closer,  the  old  building 
seemed,  not  a  frightening  place,  but  a  friend. 

Suddenly,  something  behind  her  knocked 
her  down!  She  was  about  to  stifle  a  scream 


when  she  saw,  not  the  "weird  thing"  as  she 
had  supposed,  but  a  sweet  little  fawn.  She 
followed  it  till  it  entered  the  mill,  then  she 
paused.  What  would  lie  ahead.  Alice  wasn't 
sure,  as  she  entered  the  lonely,  desolate  place. 

Almost  before  she  stepped  in,  a  weird 
whistling  noise  made  Alice  jump.  She  turned 
around  quickly  to  see  nothing  but  a  small 
hole  in  the  wall  where  the  wind  had  been 
blowing  through,  but  that  wasn't  all!  Slowly 
a  weird,  white  figure  passed  by  the  hole.  A 
streak  of  fright  passed  down  her  back  like  a 
cold  hand. 

"Come  on  now,  Alice,"  she  said  firmly, 
"you  don't  believe  in  ghosts,  do  you?" 

She  made  up  her  mind  quickly,  and  cau- 
tiously she  walked  to  what  seemed  like  a 
door  and  looked  around  where  the  strange 
figure  had  been. 

"Oh!"  she  screamed  with  laughter  and  re- 
lief, "It  isn't  a  ghost  at  all.  It's  just  an  old 
rag.  Why,  I  must  have  seen  it  as  it  fell  from 
this  nail,"  she  pointed  at  a  rusty  old  nail. 
"What  fools  they  are  to  believe  in  such  rub- 
bish. But  I'll  let  them  have  their  little  game 
and  I  won't  tell." 

JANE  LAWSON  —  Grade  V 


FUN  WITH  FRENCH 

On  February  16,  the  parents  of  the  junior 
students  attended  a  demonstration  of  a  new 
teaching  method  of  French  conversation,  con- 
ducted by  Madame  Ragot  —  "Bonjour  Line". 

After  watching  slides  and  listening  to 
correlated  tapes,  the  students  repeated  in 
French  the  explanation  of  each  picture.  This 
method  captures  the  interest  of  the  young 
students,  and  furthers  their  ability  to  con- 
verse in  French.  Both  the  parents  and  the 
pupils  enjoyed  the  demonstration,  and  appre- 
ciated the  afternoon  of  "Fun  with  French." 


"BONJOUR  LINE" 

Bonjour  Line  is  our  new  method  of  learn- 
ing French  conversation.  Grades  IV,  V  and  VI 
use  this  new  method.  There  are  twelve  les- 
sons in  all.  It's  easy  and  enjoyable  to  learn 
because  the  stories  are  exciting  and  because 
of  the  slides.  We  have  tapes  for  each  lesson 
and  we  repeat  the  words  after  it.  Wednes- 
days we  have  a  French  visitor,  Madame  Ragot 
whom  we  all  like  very  much.  We  also  have  a 
better  accent  now  because  of  the  tape  and 
because  we  can't  speak  English  at  the  lesson. 
We  hope  that  the  grades  below  us  will  like  it 
as  much  as  we  have. 


JANE  LAWSON  and 
BARBARA  MORRIS  - 


Grade  V 
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THE  GOLDEN  FLUTE 


THE  MONKEY  AND  THE  WISHES 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  prince 
Johnathan.  To  his  friends  he  was  known  as 
John.  He  had  a  flute,  but  what  John  did  not 
know  was  that  it  was  a  pure  golden  flute.  He 
could  play  his  flute  very  well  and  when  he 
did  the  whole  castle  rang  with  music.  One 
day  John  was  talking  to  his  father.  He  heard 
someone  playing  his  flute.  Away  he  went  to 
see  who  was  playing  this  flute.  He  found  his 
flute  on  his  bed  where  he  had  left  it  that 
morning.  Suddenly  he  saw  a  lovely  sight.  It 
was  a  Fairy  Queen  dressed  in  a  gown  of  soft- 
est silk.  She  picked  up  the  flute  and  said  to 
John, 

"Did  you  know  that  this  flute  is  of  pure 
gold?" 

"No,"  said  John  in  a  hurry.  John  ran  to 
his  father  and  said, 

"Father,  father,  this  flute  is  of  pure  gold. 
The  Fairy  Queen  said  so.  His  father  said, 
"Where  did  you  get  that  nonsense  about  Fairy 
Queens?   Go  away  and  let  me  work." 

John  went  out  smiling.  He  knew  he  had 
seen  a  Fairy  Queen  and  she  had  said, 

"Your  flute  is  of  pure  gold." 

KAREN  RICHARDSON "—  Grade  IV 


One  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little,  little 
baby  monkey.  A  magic  fairy  came  along  and 
gave  him  a  wish.  He  wished  for  a  big  giant 
flower.  He  went  to  his  little  house  in  his 
ground  and  there  this  big  giant  flower  started 
growing  underneath  him.  In  the  morning  he 
worke  up  and  he  found  out  he  was  on  a  big 
giant  flower.  It  was  right  by  a  rainbow.  He 
slid  down  the  rainbow  and  he  found  the  magic 
pot  of  wishing  gold  that  every  rainbow  has. 
He  made  a  wish  from  it  and  then  he  made 
the  wish  that  the  flower  would  grow  back 
down  when  he  got  on  it.  He  went  back  and 
got  on  the  flower  and  it  started  growing 
back  down.  He  went  back  to  his  mother  and 
then  they  lived  happily  ever  after. 

MARY  BETH  BEENHAM— Grade .1 


My  Carefree  Friend 

I  have  a  handsome  mare 

Who  canters  in  the  sun, 
She  is  beautiful  and  fair 

And  is  always  gay  and  fun. 

On  gentle  summer  days 

I  see  her  roll  in  pasture  green. 
She  jumps  up  to  go  and  graze 

In  nearby  spots  I've  never  seen. 

LESLEY  DAVID  —  Grade  VI 
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THE  QUEEN'S  COMMAND 

There  was  once  a  king  and  a  queen  who 
had  a  beautiful  daughter.  They  said  that  they 
would  give  their  daughter  to  any  prince  that 
could  remove  the  mountain  that  stood  in  front 
of  their  castle. 

Many  men  tried  but  none  succeeded.  After 
a  while  a  young  prince  tried;  while  he  was 
shoveling,  a  little  man  in  a  red  coat  appeared. 
At  first  the  prince  was  fightened,  when  when 
the  little  man  told  him  that  he  could  take  the 
mountain  away  he  listened  eagerly. 

When  the  little  man  raised  his  arm  the 
mountain  disappeared,  and  the  prince  went 
to  the  queen  and  told  him  what  he  had  done. 
The  queen  could  hardly  believe  this  and  so 
she  gave  him  another  task,  "If  you  can  catch 
the  six  headed  dragon,"  she  said,  "you  can 
have  my  daughter." 

The  prince  knew  that  he  could  never  do  a 
thing  like  that,  but  he  went  into  the  woods 
where  the  dragon  lived.  On  the  way  he  met 
the  little  man  in  the  red  coat.  The  prince  told 
him  what  he  had  to  do.  The  little  man  cap- 
tured the  dragon  and  put  him  in  a  cage  and 
the  prince  went  and  told  the  queen  what  he 
had  done. 

The  queen,  not  being  able  to  keep  her 
daughter  any  longer,  gave  her  to  the  prince 
and  they  had  a  wedding  and  lived  together 
for  many  happy  years. 

LOUISE  EDWARDS  —  Grade  IV 


THE  HUNGRY  WITCH 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  witch  that 
could  find  no  food.  One  day  she  went  to  the 
forest.  She  was  looking  for  something  to  eat 
but  she  could  find  nothing  to  eat  in  the  forest. 
She  went  to  the  zoo  to  find  a  big  fat  bear  but 
she  couldn't  find  anything  to  eat  in  the  zoo 
either. 

Next  she  started  for  home.  On  her  way 
home,  she  came  to  a  pond.  She  looked  for 
some  fish  in  the  pond  but  she  couldn't  find 
any  fish. 

Soon  the  witch  got  home  and  on  her  table 
there  was  a  spider.  The  witch  said,  "I  can't 
find  anything  else  to  eat  so  I  guess  I  must  eat 
this  spider."  Now  the  spider  heard  what  the 
witch  was  saying  and  he  didn't  want  to  be 
eaten  up  by  the  witch  so  he  said,  "Don't 
eat  me  up  and  tomorrow  morning  you  shall 
find  all  the  food  you  can  eat."  So  the  witch 
didn't  eat  the  spider  and  the  next  morning 
she'  found  all  the  food  she  could  eat. 

<•.*.,  SUSAN  LAWLER  —  Grade  II 


THE  FLUTE'S  PROBLEM 

Once  in  a  village  far,  far  away  a  golden 
flute  was  made.  Everybody  liked  it  and  every- 
body played  it  as  often  as  they  liked.  People 
played  it  so  much  that  one  night  it  got  all 
worn  out.  This  flute  had  a  fairy  who  would 
come  whenever  he  needed  her. 

He  called  her  and  the  kind  little  fairy 
appeared.  She  said  to  the  flute,  "What  is  the 
matter?"  The  flute  answered,  "I  have  a 
problem.  I  have  been  played  on  too  much  and 
I  am  out  of  tune." 

"I  can  solve  your  problem,"  she  said. 
"Close  your  eyes  while  I  wave  my  magic  wand 
over  you,"  the  fairy  said. 

When  the  flute  opened  his  eyes  he  asked 
the  fairy  to  play  him.  It  was  hard  for  her  to 
handle,  but  she  managed.  The  flute  heard  the 
sweet  music  and  it  was  right  in  tune. 

The  flute  thanked  his  fairy  and  the  fairy 
disappeared.  The  flute  was  never  out  of  tune 
again.  Everybody  who  played  it  from  that 
day  on,  heard  the  lovely  music  from  the 
golden  flute. 

VALERIE  SHEDDEN  —  Grade  III 


THE  MAGIC  SPIDER 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  a  witch.  One 
day  when  the  witch  was  cleaning  her  kitchen 
she  saw  a  spider. 

"Hello,"  said  the  spider.  "Hello,"  said  the 
witch,  "I  didn't  know  spider's  could  talk." 
"Well,  I  am  a  magic  spider,"  said  the  spider. 
"I'll  help  you  to  clean  up  the  house." 

And  in  a  flash  the  witch's  house  was  all 
cleaned  up.  All  the  webs  were  gone,  dirty 
corners  were  cleaned,  and  dishes  washed. 

"Wow,"  gasped  the  witch.  "Thank  you." 

So  from  that  day  on  the  witch  always  had 

the  spider  for  her  helper  to  clean  things  up. 

ELIZABETH  CALL  —  Grade  II 


THE  WITCH  AND  THE  SPIDER 

One  day  there  was  a  witch  and  she  met  a 
spider.  She  told  the  spider  that  if  he  took  the 
princess  from  her  castle  she  would  give  him  a 
treasure.  So  the  spider  went  to  the  castle  and 
took  the  princess  into  the  garden.  Then  a 
prince  killed  the  spider  and  the  king  said  that 
the  prince  could  marry  the  princess.  Then  one 
dav,  after  they  were  married  the  prince  set 
off  to  kill  the  witch.  When  the  witch  saw  him 
coming  she  made  a  dragon  to  frighten  him. 
But  the  prince  killed  the  dragon.  Then  he 
found  the  witch  and  killed  her. 

For  many,  many  years  the  princess,  the 
prince,  and  the  king  lived  very  happily. 

DEBBIE  METCALFE  —  Grade  II 


Tirciitti  seven 


THE  MAGIC  MUSHROOM 


TINY  ELF'S  ADVENTURE 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  mushroom 
in  the  Smith's  back  yard.  Now  this  mushroom 
was  a  magic  mushroom.  It  could  grow  small 
or  large,  but  only  if  it  were  for  somebody 
else. 

This  mushroom  was  very  sad  and  lonely.  He 
was  the  only  mushroom  he  knew  of  that  some- 
one didn't  live  in.  All  the  other  mushrooms 
had  pixies  or  gnomes  to  keep  them  company. 
The  Smiths  had  a  little  girl  and  a  little  boy. 
The  girl's  name  was  Mary  and  the  boy's  name 
was  Bob.  One  day  Bob  and  Mary  went  out  to 
a  friend's  house  to  play. 

When  they  got  back  in  the  yard  it  started 
to  thunder  and  rain.  They  ran  quickly  to  the 
back  door  but  found  it  was  locked.  The 
mushroom  felt  sorry  for  them  so  he  tried  to 
think  of  something  he  could  do.  All  of  a  sud- 
den he  had  an  idea.  He  could  use  his  magic 
to  make  himself  big.  So  he  grew  a  little  bit, 
then  a  little  more,  then  a  little  more.  Then  he 
called  "Mary,  Bob,,  come  here,  I  have  shelter 
for  you."  Mary  and  Bob  came  over  to  the 
mushroom  and  got  under  it. 

Mary  said,  "I  wish  we  could  do  something 
for  this  magic  mushroom." 

"There  is  something  you  can  do  for  me," 
said  the  mushroom.  "You  can  get  me  a  pixie 
to  live  under  me." 

"All  right,"  said  Bob,  "I'll  go  out  tonight 
and  get  one." 

That  night,  about  midnight,  Bob  came 
rushing  into  the  yard.  "I  caught  a  pixie!"  he 
said. 

The  pixie  looked  at  the  mushroom  and 
said  it  would  make  a  very  good  house.  So  they 
all  went  to  live  in  the  mushroom,  and  they 
all  lived  happily  ever  after. 

PATRICIA  HOWISON  —  Grade  III 


The  Beautiful  Bird 

As  I  was  sailing  one  fine  day, 

I  sailed  into  a  lovely  bay. 

And  in  the  bay  I  saw  a  bird, 

Which  had  the  sweetest  song  I've  heard. 

The  lovely  bird  sat  in  a  tree, 
And  whispered  soft  (too-it  too-ee). 
He  sang  until  the  day  was  done, 
I  think  he  had  a  lot  of  fun. 

BARBARA  ASHDOWN  —  Grade  IV 


Once  there  was  a  tiny  elf,  who  wore  a 
green  cap,  a  green  top,  and  a  green  pair  of 
shoes.  Tiny  was  his  name  and  he  lived  in 
fairy  land. 

One  day  Tiny  went  near  a  river  bank 
and  slid  in  on  the  slippery  mud.  He  screamed 
out,  "Help,  help,  save  me."  A  little  girl  heard 
his  squeaking  and  ran  to  the  river  bank. 

She  saw  Tiny  and  picked  him  up,  and  took 
him  home.  She  made  him  a  new  pair  of  green 
shoes  and  a  green  top  and  hat  and  then  set 
him  free. 

Tiny  went  home,  and  his  Mother  said, 
"Tiny,  where  have  you  been?"  and  Tiny  said 
to  his  Mother,  "I  have  been  at  a  giant's  house 
who  made  me  a  new  pair  of  shoes,  a  new 
hat,  and  a  new  top.  She  made  them  all  in 
green,  but  Mother,  I  am  never  going  to  a 
giants'  house  again."  And  I  believe  he  never 
did. 

SIDNEY  MACAW  —  Grade  III 


Princess,  My  Dog 

Princess  likes  to  dig  up  things, 

She  brings  home  mittens,  socks  and  rings. 

Princess  is  so  fat  and  wide, 

Her  back  is  broad  enough  to  ride. 

Princess  jumps  to  ring  the  bell 

Who  is  there  you  cannot  tell. 

Princess  gets  such  muddy  feet, 

She  walks  in  puddles  on  the  street. 

LAURIE  CAMPBELL  —  Grade  111 


THE  LOST  WAND 

One  day  a  fairy  lost  her  wand.  She  was 
very  unhappy.  She  was  afraid  to  go  out  with- 
out it.  She  might  meet  a  dragon  and  not  be 
able  to  change  him  into  a  handsome  prince. 
She  sat  in  her  little  house  and  cried  and 
cried.  Then  one  day  a  boy  fairy  came  and 
said,  "Why  are  you  crying?" 

She  said,  "Because  I  have  lost  my  wand." 

"Don't  worry,"  he  said,  "I  have  a  very  good 

wand."  He  waved  it  and  suddenly  she  had  a 

new  wand  in  her  hand.  Now  she  was  bappy 

again. 

TANIS  EVANS  —  Grade  11 


Twenty  eight 


JUNIORS  AT  GAMES 


AROUND  THE  BIRDBATH 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  a  little  fairy. 
She  was  a  very  sad  fairy,  because  she  could 
not  dance.  Every  night  she  would  sit  and 
watch  the  other  fairies  dance  around  the  bird- 
bath.  One  night  when  she  was  watching  the 
other  fairies  she  got  an  idea.  "I  know,"  she 
said,  "I  can  go  to  the  magician." 

So  the  next  day  she  set  off  to  see  the 
magician.  She  had  to  walk.  It  took  a  long 
time.  In  a  few  days  she  got  there  and  she 
saw  a  big  mountain.  On  the  top  of  the  moun- 
tain was  the  magician's  home. 

She  said,  "I  guess  I  have  to  climb  that 
mountain."  Soon  she  got  to  the  top.  The 
magicians  put  a  spell  on  her  that  made  her 
dance.  She  went  back  to  the  other  fairies  and 
from  that  night  on  she  too  danced  around  the 
birdbath. 

JOAN  ASHDOWN  —  Grade  II 


THE  FAIRY  WHO  COULD  NOT  DANCE 

One  day  a  fairy  was  playing  in  the  woods. 
She  tried  to  dance  but  she  couldn't  so  she 
went  home.  In  the  morning  she  tried  and 
tried  again.  She  finally  stopped. 

She  said,  "I  think  I  will  go  to  a  magician." 
So  she  did.  The  magician  tried  but  he  couldn't 
help  her.  She  went  home.  The  next  morning, 
the  fairy  got  up.  She  said,  "I  still  can't 
dance." 

Then  a  boy  fariy  said  to  the  girl  fairy  "I 
can't  dance  either."  So  they  lived  happily 
ever  after. 

SUSAN  CAMPBELL  —  Grade  II 


My  Spare  Time 

I  like  to  draw  pictures 
When  I  have  spare  time. 
I  get  all  the  fixtures  from 
The  room  next  to  mine. 

With  crayons  and  paper 
I  draw  and  then  colour, 
A  clown  in  a  caper 
Or  a  pretty  red  flower. 

I  sit  there  for  hours 
Just  drawing  for  fun. 
Then  I  get  hungry 
And  go  down  for  a  bun. 

MARCIA  CAMPBELL  —  Grade  III 


Frost 

Frost  is  but  a  silver  shield, 

It  covers  hill  and  dale  and  field. 

It  covers  icy  window  panes, 

And  covers  winding  meadow  lanes. 

Jack  Frost  has  many  shapes,  you  know, 
And  covers  all  the  world  in  snow. 
The  trees  all  huddle  close  and  tight, 
In  fear  they  all  will  get  frost  bite. 

JANE  LAWSON  —  Grade  V 


Spring 

Spring  is  here,  I  hope  it'll  stay. 

Let  us  now  go  out  to  play. 

The  birds  are  singing  the  sky  is  blue. 

All  of  a  sudden  there's  much  to  do. 

Now  is  the  time  to  roller-skate 

And  have  some  fun  with  my  new  play-mate. 

We'll  run  around  and  sing  a  song. 

And  stay  outside  the  whole  day  long. 

SIGNY  STEWART  —  Grade  IV 


Twenty  nine 


SOME  GRADE  ONE  OPINIONS 


QUESTION:        DO  YOU  LIKE  COMING  TO  PRAYERS  IN  THE  MORNING? 

"Yes  because  I  get  to  hold  my  Bible  and  Hymn  Book" 

"No  because  I  would  rather  stay  and  colour  in  my  classroom" 

"Yes  —  I  like  walking  up  the  stairs".  "Yes  —  I  like  the  singing" 

QUESTION:        WHAT  DO  YOU  LIKE  BEST  FOR  SCHOOL  LUNCH? 

"I  like  macaroni"  "I  only  like  apples  —  I  don't  like  mushrooms" 
"I  like  soup  and  bologna"  "I  like  everything  but  specially  soup" 
"I  don't  like  cottage  cheese  but  I  like  soup  and  sandwiches." 

QUESTION:        WHAT  SONG  DO  YOU  LIKE  TO  SING  THE  MOST? 

"I  like  to  sing  every  kind  of  song."  "I  like  to  hum  not  sing." 

"The  Happy  Birthday  Song."  "I  like  to  sing  Onward  Christian  Soldiers' 

QUESTION:        WHAT  DO  YOU  LIKE  TO  PLAY  WHEN  YOU  ARE  OUTSIDE? 

"Batman  and  Robin"  "Hide  and  Co-Seek"  "Ring  Around  a  Rosy" 
"I  like  to  climb  a  tree"  "I  like  to  play  on  the  slide" 

QUESTION:        DO  YOU  LIKE  WEARING  KNEE-HIGHS? 

"Better  than  leotards — "  "No.  They  make  my  knees  too  cold." 
"Yes — they  are  cooler"  "Yes — they  are  quicker  to  put  on." 
"Yes,  my  legs  don't  get  so  hot" 

QUESTION:        WHY  DO  YOU  COME  TO  SCHOOL? 

"To  learn  stuff"  "So  I'll  learn  things"  "I  don't  want  to  be  'dumb' " 
"I  like  plus  and  minus"  "Mummy  sends  me" 


IN  THE  KINDERGARTEN 


Thirty 


FATHER -DAUGHTER  DAY 

On  a  cold  January  morning,  the  girls  of 
Forms  I,  II,  and  III,  and  their  fathers,  met  at 
the  Winnipeg  Arena  for  the  first  Father- 
Daughter  day  ever  held  at  Balmoral  Hall. 

Broomball  games,  between  the  school 
houses,  started  off  the  activities;  fortunately, 
the  scores  were  not  recorded!  Skaters  and 
non-skaters  slid  around  the  ice,  with  tumbles 
and  collisions  the  order  of  the  day.  The  finale 
was  the  game  which  matched  the  fathers 
against  their  daughters.  There  still  seems  to 
be  some  doubt  as  to  the  validity  of  the  one 
goal  scored,  for  a  father  was  seen  dropping 
the  ball  into  the  net!  How  did  he  get  by  those 
fourteen  goal-keepers? 

Then  back  we  went  to  the  school  for  sand- 
wiches and  hot  coffee,  and  I  suspect,  a  little 
rest  for  the  fathers!  A  toboggan  slide  seemed 
appealing,  so  with  great  enthusiasm,  the  pro- 
ject was  undertaken  immediately,  and  several 
runs  proved  successful. 

As  many  of  the  fathers  had  never  toured 
the  school,  this  was  next  on  the  agenda.  It 
was  almost  lunch  time,  and  it  was  difficult  to 
steer  the  group  past  the  Junior  Common 
Room,  with  its  tempting  aromas!  However, 
the  tour  was  completed,  and  declared  very 
interesting  and  informative.  The  after-lunch 
activity  was  a  round-robin  of  Ping  Pong,  but 
the  day's  exertions  were  catching  up  with 
eevryone;  the  match  was  very  brief. 

Judging  from  the  comments  of  the  stu- 
dents, the  day  was  most  successful.  We  all 
extend  a  sincere  thank  you  to  the  many 
fathers  who  helped  to  make  this  such  a  happy 
day  and  we  are  already  looking  forward  to 
next  year's  Father-Daughter  Day. 

JANIS  McKEAG  —  Form  III 


OUR  SKATING  SHACK 

At  last  winter  was  here  with  its  chilly 
wind  and  ice  and  snow.  Out  came  the  skates 
and  sleds  which  for  many  are  a  great  part  of 
winter  enjoyment.  For  days  we  braved  the 
cold  and  frost-bites. 

Then  "an  angel  of  mercy"  put  up  a  skating 
shack  and  we  stopped  wondering  if  winter 
sports  were  worth  it.  It  was  a  skater's  refuge 
when  tired  and  cold,  we  came  in  out  of  the 
cold.  For  others  it  was  a  play-house  where 
mother  watched  her  snow-pies  and  spanked 
her  numerous  wailing  babes. 

The  snow  slowly  disappeared  and  it  began 
to  be  like  spring.  So  the  day  came  when 
"Old  Faithful"  was  locked  and  bolted.  For 
many  of  us  it  was  like  saying  "adieu"  to  an 
old  friend. 

SUSAN  GARBETT  —  Grade  VI 


"THE  BEATLES  AT  BALMORAL  HALL" 

The  plot  of  this  Form  III  puppet  show 
concerned  the  Beatles,  who  went  to  Beverley 
Hills.  There  they  met  the  Beverley  Hillbillies. 
Granny,  of  course,  immediately  decided  that 
these  "pests"  must  be  sent  away. 

Off  they  went  to  Balmoral  Hall,  where 
they  displayed  shocking  table  manners,  and  a 
generally  disruptive  capacity  in  all  school  af- 
fairs. Soon  they  departed  for  St.  John's- 
Ravenscourt,  amidst  tears  from  the  girls  and 
sighs  of  relief  from  the  staff. 

The  play  was  unrehearsed,  and  the  lines 
were  spoken  spontaneously  as  the  plot  un- 
folded. Several  Form  III  girls  played  two 
roles,  disguising  their  voices  for  the  respect- 
ive characters.  With  considerable  ingenuity, 
the  puppets  were  constructed  of  bits  and 
pieces  of  this  and  that. 

Although  this  show  did  not  win  an  Oscar 
Award,  it  brightened  one  Friday  evening  for 
the  boarders. 


RK  E*euJSwe  g-U^psE 


K  NEILSON 


"WINTER  FUN" 

Yesterday  we  went  toboganning.  You 
should  have  seen  us!  W-o-o-s-h!!  Boy  was  it 
fun.  And  that  was  a  nice  steep  hill  too.  Some- 
times I  was  allowed  to  go  down  the  hill  alone. 
And  sometimes  it  was  scary!  Once  my  Dad 
fell  off  the  toboggan  and  all  he  did  was  laugh 
as  though  nothing  had  happened.  Sometimes 
we  just  slid  down  the  hill  without  the  tobog- 
gan and  it  was  quite  bumpy  too!  The  first 
time,  Mom  was  too  scared  to  go  down  the  hill. 
Then  after  awhile  she  went  down.  Whenever 
Leslie,  my  older  sister  went  down  the  hill  by 
herself  she  always  screamed.  Then  we  had  to 
go  home.  What  a  lovely  day  it  was. 


Thirty  one 


-IXTH  ROW   —  R.  Condo,  N.   Flintoft,  H.   Gage,   S.   Bracken,   K.   Neilson    (Head   of  House),   C. 

Bell,  J.  Moore,  T.  Stovel,  T.  Nance. 
FIFTH  ROW  —  J  Ferguson,   J.   Cox,   C.    McXair,   J.    Thomas,   L.    Stovel,   C.    Keir,   L.    Myers,    S. 

McMurrav,  A.  Townsend,  E.  Roeder. 
FOURTH  ROW  —  P.  Keir,  E.   Symes,   E.   Dempster,  M.   Morrison,   S.   David,   J.   Dodd,   C.   Cobbe, 

P.  Boucher. 
THIRD   ROW  —  M  Cook,   L.   Shore,  C.   Templeton,    D.   Ferguson,   B.   Cole,   D.   Brault,    G.   Spear, 

X.  M.  Sutherland,  A.  Lawson,  A.  Cross,  L.  Vannon,  J.  Dawson. 
SECOND   ROW  —  D.    DePaiva,    E.    Paterson,    C.    Schmidt,   L.    David,   M.    Burns,    S.    Everett,    A. 

Little. 
FIRST  ROW  —  P.  Dabrus,  N.  Lemon,  N.  Strah,  S.  Cole-,  L.  Edwards,.  D.  Langtry„„  J...  Saunders, , 

U.   Cole,   J.    uaain.    ABSENT  —  A.   Treleav-en,    R.    Brault. 

BALLATER  HOUSE  REPORT 

HOUSEHEAD  —  at  first,  nervous,  honoured,   hoping  she  could  do  her  best; 

Growing  pride  in  House  and  Housemates  as   the  year  progressed. 

DAY  IN  THE  COUNTRY  —  INITIATION  —   Ballaters  worked  and  bought  and  sold 

Enthusiastically  as   always,  helping  their  school  achieve  its  goals. 

SPORTS  DAY  —  was  our  first  event  when  as  a  House  we  cheered  and  raced, 

And  our  swiftness  and  hoarse  voices  were  rewarded  by  first  place. 

BASKETBALL  AND  VOLLEYBALL  —  eager?   Yes,  but  contest  keen. 

For  obvious  reasons  I'll  not  enlarge  but  just  say  "Thank-you"  to  the  teams. 

GAMES  ATTENDANCE  —  just  terrific!  All  year  through  without  a  stop, 

When  our  prowess  seemed  to  fail  us,  attendance  kept  us  right  on  top. 

CONDUCT  BOOK  AND  T.I.C.  —  "...  it  wasn't  really  me  who  said  it." 

Sometimes  good,  more  often  bad,  but  always  duly  apologetic. 

HOUSE  PRAYERS  —  something  new  this  year,  something  which  required 

A  theme  of  "Friendship"  —  very  fitting,  and   a  Ballater  House  Choir. 

LIBRARY  QUIZ  —  brought  us  a  first.  Thanks  to  all  who  took 

The  time  and  trouble  to  pursue  the  answers  through  the  books. 

JUNIORS  —  from  Grades  III  to  VI,  a  special  thanks  to  you 

For  wonderful  enthusiasm  and  support  the  whole  year  through. 

MANY  THANKS  —  to  each  of  you  who  wears  the  pin  that's  green; 

An  equal  to  your  loyalty  and  pride  I've  never  seen. 

SHIELD  —  this  year?  Is  it  our  turn?  No  one  knows  just  yet. 

We've  all  worked  hard,  but  win  or  lose,  I  know  I  won't  forget 

The  experiences  and  memories  accorded  me   as  Head, 

Your  enthusiasm  and  your  support  as  our  path  upward  led. 

"Seeking  better  things"   together,   through  this  year  we've  gained 

A  comradeship,  and  shield  or  not,  its  bounty  will  remain. 

Thank  you  all  for  a  wonderful  year,   and  good  luck  always! 

LOVE  FROM  KATHY 


Thirty   two 


BR  A  EM A R  HOUSE 

Dear  Braemar 

It's  very  hard  to  start  to  write  my  thoughts  to  you  all 

As  I  think  of  all  the  work  and  fun  we've  joined  in  since  last  fall; 

In  School  and  games  you  all  have  tried  your  best  to  make  us  win, 

At  every  turn  your  spirits  soared,  though  your  games  attendance  was  thin. 

Sports  Day  was  our  first  challenge,  and  we  gave  it  a  wonderful  try; 

We  did  not  win,  but  were  very  close,  I  say  wtih  an  audible  sigh  — 

Our  Volleyball  games  were  the  greatest  of  fun,  and  everyone  loves  to  play, 

And  here  again  we  were  second  best,  but  had  lots  fun  anyway. 

High  jump  and  minute  shots  we  then  did  add  to  our  house  contest, 

We  lost  the  jump,  which  was  too  bad,  but  in  basketball  shots  we  were  best! 

Many  of  you  learned  to  play  basektball,  and  found  it  could  be  quite  fun, 

Our  two  Braemar  teams  won  most  of  their  games,  and  so,  basketball  we  won. 

At  the  Day  in  the  Country  so  long  ago,  we  worked  to  start  the  year, 

For  the  candies  and  cakes  and  tickets  we  sold,  to  each  of  you  goes  a  cheer. 

Our  conduct  this  year  was  not  very  bad,  but  good  it  certainly  was  not, 

And  by  those  of  you  who  lost  no  points,  I  know  a  hard  battle  was  fought. 

I'm  sure  you  remember  the  joy  we  had  preparing  for  our  House  Prayers, 

The  practices  and  the  line-ups,  which  showed  that  everyone  cares. 

Creative  Writing  is  almost  through,  and  the  Library  Quiz  is  done, 

'Twos  all  worthwhile  and  I  know  gave  a  chance  of  experience  for  everyone. 

And  now  I  find  I  must  say,  goodbye,  and  thanks  for  a  wonderful  year 

To  each  and  every  one  of  you  I  send  a  lusty  cheer. 

For  working  and  playing  along  with  me,  for  your  wonderful  House  Spirit  too 

My  thanks  once  again  as  I  say  "au  revoir"  and  good  luck  in  all  that  you  do. 


Love, 


TRISH, 

Head   of  Braemar 


BRAEMAR  HOUSE 

FIFTH  ROW  —  J.  Jackson,  J.   Rankin,  E.  Webster,  C.   McGuinness,  C.   Campbell,    I-     Pollard,   .1. 

Dowler   (School  Captain),  P.  Johnston   (House  Head),  X.  Little   (Head  Girl),  C.  Vivian, 

S.  Cramp,  T.  Rogers,  J.  Gilchrist,  D.  Roulston. 
FOURTH   ROW  —  M.   Fandrick,    S.    Cook,    E.   Wadham,    S.    Mitchell,   J.    Jackson,    I).    Smith,    G. 

Smith,   H.   Pollard,  J.  Campbell,   C.   Roulston,   J.   Harrison,   P.    Sparrow,   B.    Matthews. 
THIRD  ROW  —  J.   Tack,   J.   Grant,   M.   Tack,   A.   Grant,   B.    Smith,    P.    Powell,    D.    Dickson,    E. 

Anderson,  C.   Powell,   B.   Parsons,  L  Murray,   M.  White,   H.   Davies. 
SECOND  ROW  —  D.  Rogers,  P.  Gautama,  L.   Cramp,  B.   Ashdown,   S.   Raymond,    P.    Anderson, 

D.  Salter,  C.  Mcintosh,  E.  Mcintosh,  S  Richardson. 
FIRST  ROW  —  S.  Stewatr,  P.  Howison,  S.  Mcaw,  L.  Campbell. 
ABSENT  —  C.  Lone,  S.  Cohen. 


Thirty   three 


CRAIG  GOWAN  HOUSE 

FOURTH  ROW  —  D.  Kilgrour  (School  Sports  Captain),  J.  Duckworth,  M.  Bruce,  M.  Gosko  (Head 
of  House),  F.  Tanner,  Pamela  William,  B.  Wilcox,  D.  Hossack. 

THIRD  ROW  —  A.  Westman,  J.  Evans,  S.  Kennedy,  P.  McGill,  J.  Riley,  C.  Pennock,  D.  Malone, 
M.  Cain,  N.  Taylor,  M.  Lay. 

SECOND  ROW  —  D.  Riley,  M.  Spooner,  P.  Hosie,  V.  Whtye,  M.  Pennock,  S.  Beaton,  S.  Bare- 
foot, H.  Hay,  B.  Palk,  S.  Garbett,  L.  Johnston,  P.  Millar,  C.  Tamblyn,  J.  Weiss,  M. 
Everett,  P.  Russell,  G.  Alexander,  S.  Claydon,   D.  Curran,  P.  Richardson. 

FIRST  ROW  —  C.  Vincent,  N.  Russell,  J.  Dougan,  B.  Morris,  K.  Smith,  K.  Richardson,  J. 
Chegwin,  M.  Campbell,  L.  Riley,  H.  Moir,  D.  Sherwood,  C.  Spencer,  H.   Brown,  E.  Kidd. 

ABSENT  —  C.  Emerson,  C.  Thomas,  B.  Howard,  F.  Springbett,  P.  Howison. 


CRAIG  GOWAN 


Dear  Craig  Gowans, 

Another  year  has  been  added  to  the  ar- 
chives of  Craig  Gowan  House.  When  I  think 
back  over  the  years  I  have  attended  Bal- 
moral Hall,  and  especially  on  the  day  when 
I  was  finally  placed  in  a  House,  I  remember 
most  of  all  the  joy  belonging  to  something 
special.  For  the  first  few  weeks  I'll  admit 
I  couldn't  remember  its  name,  but  still  it 
was  my  house  and  I  became  proud  of  it  and 
have  tried  to  be  loyal  to  it  and  I  hope  that 
is  how  you  feel  too. 

What  is  this  thing  called  a  House?  A  house 
is  a  body  of  girls  working  towards  a  common 
goal,  which  effort  for  our  school  binds  us 
into  a  family  with  each  member  supporting 
each  other  with  as  much  love  and  enthusiasm 
as  possible.  Yet  to  me  Craig  Gowan  is  not 
just  a  House,  it's  a  part  of  me,  and  being 
/our  House  Head  has  given  me  the  oppor- 
tunities to   know   each   of  you  individually. 

Perhaps   we    didn't   win   the   shield   this 


year  but  not  every  house  can  be  a  winner. 
Your  effort  I  know  and  your  house  is  the 
better  for  it.  Think  back  over  this  year.  Do 
you  remember  .  .  .  "Day  in  the  Country?" 
Sports  Day?  Games?  Snow  Sculpturing? 
Throughout  the  year  we  have  stood  by  our 
house  and  each  of  us  knows  how  well  she 
has  lived  up  to  our  school  motto,  "Meliora 
Petens"  by  seeking  better  things  and  doing 
them. 

My  thanks  to  all  and  you  for  your  support 
and  loyalty.  To  Mary  and  Frances  a  special 
thank  you  for  being  my  strong  right  hand 
in  the  "Battle  between  the  Houses." 

I  will  always  belong  to  Craig  Gowan  and 
will  look  forward  to  your  invitations  for 
House  events.  Head  high  everyone  and  be 
glad  that  you  and  I  belong  to  Craig  Gowan 
House.  Good  luck  for  your  future! 

Love, 

MIDGE, 
Head  of  Craig  Gowan  House 


Thirty  four 


Glen  Gairn  House 

Dear  Glen  Gairns: 

As  this  brief  year  draws  to  a  close 
And  all  last  words  are  said 
Let's  linger  with  some  memories; 
And  then  let's  look  ahead. 

Remember  Glen  Gairn's  Sport's  Day  fight 

And  all  the  hoarse-voiced  cries? 

Our  well-trained  athletes  dashed  ahead 

To  help  us  break  those  ties 

We  held  our  own  in  volleyball, 

In  ping  pong  did  quite  well; 

At  basketball  we  scored  some  wins 

High  jumpers  did  excel. 

Our  great  success  throughout  the  year 

We  cannot  overlook  — 

It  took  both  courage  and  restraint 

But  few  names  blot  that  "Book"! 
Let's  not  forget  creative  work 
The  Library  quiz  was  fun, 
Or  the  stories,  poems  and  articles 

And  the  photography  we've  done. 
Thanks  to  all  my  loyal  Glen  Gairns 
You've  made  this  year  such  fun. 
I'll  always  remember  our  wonderful  times 
Good  Luck  and  Goodbye  everyone. 

With  love, 

DEEDEE, 

Head  of  Glen  Cairn 


FOURTH  ROW  —  T.  Wheeler,  A.  Hunt,  M.  Andison,  D.  Lansky,  M.  Thompson,  S.  Spohn,  D. 
Silvester  <  Head  of  House),  G.  McQuade,  M.  Anderson,  N.  McQuade,  S.  Majury,  M. 
Williams,  A.  Safian,  J.  Wildgoose. 

THIRD  ROW  —  M.  Kendall,  J.  Gattey,  G.  Summers,  R.  Smerchanski,  L.  Bullock,  P.  Danger- 
field,  L,  Morris,  G.  Matthews,  J.  McKeag,  M  Shedden,  J.  McKinnon,  C.  Hunt,  A.  Ivan, 
A.  Gardner,  L.  Gattey. 

SECOND  ROW  —  J.  Briggs,  D.  Majury,  B.  Campbell,  J.  Daunt,  A.  Wood,  E.  Haworth,  P. 
Smerchanski,   M.   Wiswell,   S.  Duncan,  J.   Histed,   K.   Lederman,   S.   Litch. 

FIRST  ROW  —  I,.  McElmoyle,  S.  Stevenson,  C.  Hay,  V.  Shed'den,  K.  McKeag,  D.  McKeag, 
D.  Steidle,  H.  Carter,  I.,.   Stevenson,  H.  Carter,  A.   Dobbie,  D.  Speers. 

ABSENT  —  M.  Guy,  J.  Mcfarlane,  L.  G.  Arnett,  L.  Xebbs. 


Thirty  fire 
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REFLECTIONS  BY  A  SCHOOL  ORGANIST 

Remembering  the  days  when  Linda  Leach 
and  Carol  Wiebe  could  play  any  hymn,  Vicki 
Griffiths  and  I,  being  the  only  two  who  could 
play  the  organ  in  September,  tried  to  keep 
up  the  tradition,  although  we  did  not  have 
the  experience  of  Linda  and  Carol. 

When  I  was  first  asked  to  play  the  organ 
I  felt  honoured  to  be  asked  to  play  for 
Prayers  but  after  realizing  the  responsibility 
I  became  rather  nervous  and  then  almost 
frightened. 

Now,  more  than  a  year  later,  and  after 
a  lot  of  extra  organ  practice,  it  is  a  pleasure. 
Being  called  on  to  sightread  hymns  at  choir 
practice  is  a  challenge  because  you  feel  that 
you  are  not  capable  of  keeping  up  with  the 
singing  but  now  it  is  fun  to  try  new  hymns 
and  accompany  the  choir  in  its  anthems. 

When  I  open  the  organ  in  the  morning, 
a  certain  thrill  passes  through  me  just  seeing 
the  stops  and  manuals  and  knowing  that  in 
ten  minutes  I  will  be  playing  the  proces- 
sional for  the  choir  to  enter,  and  that  I 
must  be  ready  at  the  right  moment  for  to- 
day's hymns. 

During  the  year  our  organists'  guild  has 
expanded  to  include  Jan  Jackson,  Trish  John- 
ston, Laura  Johnston,  Susan  Majury  and  El- 
speth  Dempster  and  with  Marilyn  Williams 
joining  us,  if  she  passes  the  tests,  next  year's 
organists  should  prove  equal  to  maintaining 
and  even  raising  the  standards  of  fine  organ- 
ists that  Balmoral  Hall  has  always  had. 

CATHERINE  McNAIR 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL  SERVICE 

In  1965  the  Junior  School  had  a  carol 
service  of  its  own.  Each  grade  had  a  part 
to  read  from  the  Bible  and  a  carol  to  sing. 

There  were  Christmas  trees  at  each  win- 
dow and  on  the  trees  were  lights  which  the 
children   had   brought. 


We  filed  into  our  seats  led  by  the  Grade 
Ones.  Then  we  said  the  opening  prayer  and 
sat  down.  Grades  Four,  Five  and  Six  sang 
two  carols.  Then  the  curtain  opened  and 
Mary  stood  on  the  stage  while  the  Grade 
Sixes  said  "The  Magnificat."  Next  the  Angel, 
Gabriel,  came  on  the  stage  and  one  Grade 
Six  stood  up  and  said,  "Fear  not  Mary  for 
God  is  with  you." 

Then  the  Grades  Two  and  Three  stood 
and  sang  their  two  carols  while  the  Shep- 
herds stood  on  the  stage.  Next  Grade  Four 
read  from  the  Bible.  After  that  the  Kings 
went  up  the  aisle.  Then  three  Grade  Sixes 
stood  and  each  sang  a  verse  of  "We  Three 
Kings"  while  the  Kings  were  giving  their 
gifts  to  Jesus.  Then  many  Grade  I  Angels 
appeared  and  said  "Peace  on  earth  good  will 
toward  men."  After  that  Grades  II  and  III 
went  towards  the  manger  so  that  they  could 
see  Jesus.  We  left  the  auditorium  singing, 
"Hark  the  Herald  Angels  Sing." 

LORRAINE  CRAMP  —  Grade  VI 


THE  ORCHESTRA 

Early  in  the  year,  Forms,  I,  II  and  III  at- 
tended a  Junior  High  School  Concert  at  the 
Auditorium.  Later  at  a  Music  Appreciation 
class,  we  discussed  the  compositions  we  had 
heard  and  the  instruments  of  the  orchestra. 

After  Christmas,  we  divided  into  four 
groups  with  each  group  studying  one  section 
in  the  orchestra.  Everyone  had  a  job  to  do. 
Some  did  illustrations,  some  did  essays  on 
composers;  everyone  was  busy.  The  various 
groups  were  the  woodwinds,  the  brass,  the 
percussions  and  the  strings.  Our  group  did 
the  percussions,  which  was  extremely  inter- 
esting. It  covered  the  piano,  the  celesta,  tam- 
bourine and  cymbals,  the  drums,  the  glock- 
enspiel, the  bells  and  a  famous  well  known 
percussion  composer,  Bach.  Everyone  learned 
something  new  and  everyone  enjoyed  it. 

LORRAINE  MURRAY  —  Form  II 


Thirty  six 


THE  MANITOBA  THEATRE 
CENTRE  AND  BALMORAL  HALL 

Great  enthusiasm  for  theatre  has  recently 
developed  in  the  school.  It  has  been  fostered 
by  the  Manitoba  Theatre  Centre  and  its  pro- 
ductions. Form  IV  and  V  attended,  at  St. 
Mary's  Academy,  the  second  M.T.C.  high 
school  tour.  The  V's  were  specially  interested 
in  the  proposal  scene  from  "Henry  V."  One 
of  the  most  popular  pieces  of  poetry  set  to 
music  was  "Death  of  the  Hired  Man."  Al- 
though the  Form  VI's  did  not  see  the  theatre 
centre's  first  tour,  the  C.B.C.  later  broadcast 
their  performance  of  "Arms  and  the  Man" 
which  we  enjoyed. 

Some  of  the  senior  boarders  have  taken 
advantage  of  M.T.C. 's  students'  tickets  for  the 
Saturday,  five-thirty  supper  performance.  Len 
Cariou  charmed  many  hearts  with  his  rendi- 
tion of  "Mac  the  Knife"  from  "The  Three- 
penny Opera."  Perhaps  the  most  contro- 
versial play  this  year  was  "Andorra."  Every- 
one agreed  that  the  standard  of  production 
throughout  the  year  was  high  and  the  plays 
interesting. 

Congratulations  to  Nina  Mae  Sutherland 
who  has  been  attending  M.T.C. 's  Theatre 
School  and  had  a  part  in  the  new  play, 
"Nicholas  Romanoff"  which  will  be  playing 
at  Stratford  this  summer. 

We  suggest  that  next  year  even  more 
students  get  season  tickets  in  order  to  partici- 
pate in  the  world  of  drama  and  the  rich  fare 
of  M.T.C. 

TEDDI  NANCE 


ALUMNAE  DINNER 

During  the  evening  of  January  27th,  for 
the  first  time  in  some  years,  the  alumnae 
of  Havergal,  Rupertsland,  Riverbend  and  Bal- 
moral Hall  assembled.  They  met  in  Aikins 
House,  and  later  proceeded  to  the  dining  room 
of  Dalt on  House.  The  dinner  was  a  great 
success,  with  service  provided  by  board- 
ers from  Forms  V  and  VI.  On  one  side  of 
the  dining  room  there  was  a  table  which 
displayed  trophies,  newspaper  clippings,  ban- 
ners and  year  books,  dating  back  several 
years.  The  pleasant  evening  concluded  with 
*h2  annual  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Associa- 
tion, at  which  Jo  Adamson  Ainsley  was  elected 
president. 

TONI  STOVEL 


THEATRE  SCHOOL 

I  was  in  Grade  VI  when  I  first  went  to  a 
Theatre  School  production  and  soon  after  I 
registered  there  for  classes.  Now  at  the  end 
of  my  third  year  I  have  studied  pantomine, 
mime,  movement  and  speech.  This  year  I 
was  given  the  opportunity  to  audition  for 
a  part  in  a  play  at  the  Manitoba  Theatre 
Centre.  On  Monday,  February  14,  not  even 
knowing  the  play,  I  read  in  front  of  Mr. 
Michael  Langham,  Artistic  Director  from 
Stratford,  Leslie  Hurry,  costume  and  set  de- 
signer, and  Jack  Merigold,  the  production 
stage  manager.  The  next  day  they  told  me 
I  had  been  chosen  for  a  part  in  Nicholas 
Romanov,  the  story  of  the  Russian  Revolu- 
tion of  1917.  For  most  of  six  weeks  my  life 
was  spent  at  the  Manitoba  Theatre  Centre. 
There  were  long  hours  of  rehearsing  with  in- 
tervals of  speech,  mime  and  "feeling"  classes. 
On  opening  night  March  9th,  I  was  very  ex- 
cited. Gifts  were  exchanged  and  wishes  of 
"Break  a  leg",  could  be  heard  everywhere. 
The  play  ran  for  two  and  a  half  weeks  during 
which  I  met  many  interesting  people.  I  shall 
never  forget  what  an  experience  and  a  priv- 
ilege it  was  for  me  to  be  involved  so  closely 
in   the  production  of  "Nocholas  Romanov." 

NINA  MAE  SUTHERLAND 


FORM  FIVE  HELPS  DIG 

In  early  October,  ten  Form  V  girls,  par- 
ticipated in  "the  world's  largest  sod-turning 
ceremony".  This  marked  the  beginning  of 
the  new  Centennial  Arts  Centre's  construc- 
tion. 

We  signed  our  names  in  the  Citizens' 
Book,  which  will  be  sealed  in  the  Concert 
Hall  corner-stone  for  posterity;  and  those 
of  us  who  did  not  bring  along  shovels  bought 
sourvenir  spades. 

The  ceremony  was  opened  by  Archbishop 
H.  H.  Clark,  Primate  of  All  Canada.  Mr.  John 
W.  Fisher,  Chairman  of  the  Canadian  Cen- 
tennial Commission,  and  Hon.  M.  B.  Stein- 
kopf,  Chairman  of  the  Manitoba  Centennial 
Commission  both  spoke  briefly. 

Then  Premier  Duff  Roblin  rang  a  large 
bell  —  to  signify  the  start  of  the  digging 
spree.  With  the  sun  shining  brightly,  the 
band  playing  gaily,  the  Canadian  flag  and 
the  provincial  crests  flying,  all  the  dedicated 
diggers  dug. 

After  several  futile  attempts  to  appear  on 
television,  we  returned  to  Balmoral  Hall,  de- 
lighted with  our  participation  in  such  a 
memorable  historic  occasion. 

JEAN  RILEY 


Thirty  seven 


-  CLASS  NOTES  - 

FOKM  FIVE  REACTIONS 

Cathy  McNair  and  piano  —  Amateur  Hour 
Denise  and  scissors  —  no  hair 
Jane  Gilchrist  and  Carol  Service  — 

popping  clothes  peg 
Margot  and  crown  —  Oriental  traveller 
Leslie  Stovel  and  diet  pill  —  3:00  a.m.  energy 
Pat  McGill  and  Toronto  —  new  postmas  fan 
Deirdre  and  memory  —  attachable  mitts 
Garrity  and  B.C.  —  home  sweet  home 
Jane  Thomas  and  Physics  —  back  bench 
Nancy  McQuade  and  material  — 

Eaton's  Junior  Councillor 
Vicki  and  organ  —  prayers 
Pat  Boucher  and  gym.  —  great! 
Nancy  Taylor  and  Regina  —  loyalty 
Lesley  Morris  and  snow  —  monkey 
Linda  Pollard  and  home  —  Star  Spangled  Banner 
Ava  and  letters  —  laughs 
Jean  and  Friday  —  curled  hair 
Elspeth  and  ears  —  pierced 
Marilyn  and  skating  —  tries 
Mary  and  freezing  —  Lynn  Lake 
Cathy  Pennock  and  skiing  —  Billy  Budd 
Elaine  and  home  —  poiar  bears 
Linda  Bullock  and  Maths.  —  endless  corollaries 
Carol  and  Christmas  —  Florida 
Susan  and  nerve  —  fidgity  kilt  pin 
Heather  and  summer  —  spiders 
Diana  and  games  —  sports  captain 
Cathy  Keir  and  desk  —  cushion 
Margie  and  flood  —  temporarily  homeless 
Colleen  and  Winnipeg  —  new  home 


THE  TWOTERVILLE  COUNTY  FAIR 

It  was  a  MURRAY  day  in  the  town  on 
TWOterville.  At  the  corner  of  MAC's  FAR- 
LANE,  HARRI's  SON,  EVERETT  Mercier  was 
setting  out  the  COOKing  stall,  where  CAMP- 
BELL'S soup  and  cheese  WEISS  was  being 
served. 

In  the  distance,  the  PARSONS  were  seen 
talking  to  the  ladies.  "HOWARD  you  this 
EVER  happy  ETT  glorious  day?"  he  greeted 
them.  Over  in  the  far  pasture,  beyond  the 
PENNOCKle  of  the  TEMPLE,  TON  lazy  men 
LAY  in  the  grass.  After  having  HISTED  bales 
of  hay  into  the  wagon  for  the  hayride,  one 
sighed  now'S  MER  CHANS  KI  rest." 

"I  feel  like  DUNCAN  in  the  lake;  it's 
so  hot,"  chirped  one  of  the  men. 

Just  then  a  RUSSELL  in  the  bush,  behind 
the  lazy  men,  was  heard.  Out  came  the  wo- 
men, sticks  in  their  hands,  ready  to  SPEAR 
their  idle  husbands.  CROSSly  the  men  de- 
manded a  reason  tor  this,  but  all  the  women 
said  was,  "Get  on  your  HOSIEs  and  bring 
back  some  more  supplies!" 

Reluctantly  the  men  ROED'ER  horses  off, 
and  LEDER,  the  MEN  BRAULT  back  the 
desired  supplies. 

Finally,  a  POW-wow  in  front  of  the  WELL 
brought  an  exciting  day  to  a  close. 


PHRASES  FROM  FORM  IV 


Barefoot 

—  "A  stitch  in  time  saves  nine." 

Beaton 

—  "I'm  baby-sitting  tonight." 

Campbell 

—  "That's  simple.   You  do  it  this 

way." 

Cox 

—  "Be  quiet!  Everybody's  looking 

at  us." 

Curran 

—  "Hi!" 

Dickson 

—  "I'm  sure  my  hair  will  be  long 

again  by  September." 

Dodd 

—  "Big  Man!" 

Ferguson 

—  "Hey,  Smith,  can  I  share  with 

you?" 

Flintoft 

—  "Where's  the  Lipsyl?" 

Gattey 

—  "Good  grief!  Don't  say  THAT!" 

Hossack 

—  "Hey  I  got  another  one  to  tell 

you." 

Hunt 

—  "What      do     you     want     for 

nothing?" 

Jackson 

—  "Stupid  mercury  ate   away  all 

the  gold." 

Johnson 

—  "Do    blondes   really   have   more 

fun?" 

Kendall 

—  "You  know." 

Kennedy 

—  "Solly  Chally." 

Keir 

—  "But  .  .  .  but .  .  ." 

Litch 

—  "No  really,  I'm  cereal." 

Matthews 

—  "Could  you  spell  that  please?" 

McKinnon 

—  "'Hey,  I  saw  him  today!" 

McMurray 

—  "Suave!" 

Morrison 

—  "Just  for  a  little  while." 

Millar 

—  "God  bless." 

Pollard 

—  "Wretched  man,  wretched." 

Powell 

—  "Is  that  the  end  of  the  joke?" 

Sparrow 

—  "I'm  gonna  fail.  I  know  it!" 

Springbett 

—  "You  guys!" 

Smerchanski 

—  "I'm    in    a    bad    mood    today. 

Watch  out!" 

Smith 

— ■  "Come  on,  you  guys!" 

Summers 

—  "I  could  have  danced  all  night." 

Symes 

—  "I  see  what  you  mean." 

FORM  Ill's  NEWS  SHEET 

Editor  —  CLAIRE  ROULSTON 
Assistant  Editor  —  MARLENE  FANDRICK 

Government 

In  February  Cherie  Tamblyn  and  Nina  Mae 
Sutherland    were    elected    President    and    Vice- 
President,    relieving    the    former    officers,    Gill 
Alexander  and  Jane  Evans. 
Sports 

Aquatics  —  Anne  Gardner  and  Susan  David 
have  been  making  many  records. 

Track  —  Liz.  Anderson,  Jennifer,  Ladin,  Joan 
Rankin,  and  Lynn  Gattery  represented  us  well 
at  the  Red  River  relay. 

Skiing  —  Debbie  Ferguson  and  Debby  Riley 
spent  many  an  active  day  on  the  slopes. 

Art 

The  mural  drawn  by  Jane  Briggs,  Agi  Ivan, 
Janis  McKeag,  Anne  Townsend,  Julia  Tack 
and  Shelley  Mitchell  won  second  place  in  the  De- 
partment of  Education  Art  Competition. 

Music 

Laurie  Myers  and  Anne  Lawson  have  com- 
pleted the  Eighth  Grade  in  piano.  Barb  Palk 
has  entertained  us  during  "cold  lunch"  with  her 
playing  of  popular  piano  music.  Pam  Dangerfield 
has  kept  us  up  to  date  about  the  popular  folk- 
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singers  of  the  year.  Two  new  voices  will  be 
heard  in  the  School  Choir  at  Graduation  —  Elaine 
Webster  and  Linda  Gail  Arnett. 

Social  News 

Colleen  Cobbe  and  Pam  Richardson  were 
among  the  hostesses  from  Form  III  at  Cupid 
Capers. 

Easter  Travel 

Diana  Majury  enjoyed  sightseeing  in  New 
Oreleans,  bathing  in  the  ocean  still  further  south. 
Connie  Vincent  lay  in  the  sun  in  Florida  and 
came  back  with  a  golden  tan! 

Our  Motto 

We  do  not  what  we  ought; 

What  we  ought  not,  we  do; 

And  lean  upon  the  thought 

That  chance  will  bring  us  through. 


FORM  III  OPERAS 

Form  III  music  option  class  enjoyed  a 
season  of  opera  after  Christmas.  Each  group 
chose  an  opera  and  prepared  a  scene  or  two 
for  the  class.  We  put  a  great  deal  of  hard 
work  into  our  "operas"  giving  up  all  music 
classes  to  research  and  practice. 

The  results,  however,  were  worth  every 
minute  of  our  efforts.  From  each  group  we 
heard  a  summary  of  the  opera  chosen,  and 
a  brief  glimpse  of  its  composer's  life. 

We  say  the  gay  intrigues  of  a  smuggler's 
life  and  heard  the  exciting  "Dance  of  the 
Toreadors"  from  Bizet'*  "Carmen".  The  gay 
ariettas  of  "La  Boheme"  portrayed  the 
simple,  care-free,  but  poor  life  of  four  young 
Parisian  lovers.  We  then  listened  to  the  vib- 
rant music  and  tense  story  of  the  heroic, 
Swiss  archer,  "William  Tell".  The  well-known 
story  of  "Handsel  and  Gretel"  with  Humper- 
dinck's  lilting  tunes,  brought  pictures  to  our 
minds  of  this  childhood  fairy  tale.  We  are 
waiting  with  keen  anticipation  for  the  last 
opera,  "Madame  Butterfly". 

DIANA  MAJURY  —  Form  111 
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FAMOUS  FORM  ONES 

Which  of  Form  I: 

1.  Is  as  shy  as  Eleanor  Roosevelt? 

2.  Runs  as  fast  as  Mercury? 

3.  Is  as  cheerful  as  Santa  Claus? 

4.  Has  as  much  to  say  as  Hazel? 

5.  Is  as  happy  as  Winney  the  Pooh? 

6.  Has  the  daring  of  Mary  Kingsley? 

7.  Is  as  good  at  games  as  Veronica? 

8.  Is  as  dynamic  as  Julius  Caesar? 

9.  Loves  horses  as  much  as  National  Velvet? 

10.  Has  Mozart's  love  of  playing  the  piano? 

11.  Shoots  in  basketball  like  one  of  the 
Harlem  Globetrotters? 

12.  Leads  as  active  a  life  as  Gidget? 

13.  Loves  singing  as  much  as  Julie  Andrews? 

14.  Is  tall  and  friendly  like  the  Jolly  Green 
Giant? 

15.  Has   as    much   difficulty   with   Latin   as 
Winston  Churchill  did? 

16.  Has  a  great  love  of  food? 

17.  Plays  as  many  pranks  as  Reggie? 

18.  Has  Pat  Smythe's  love  of  horses? 

19.  Does  as  crazy  things  as  Patty  Duke? 

20.  Is  like  Sleeping  Beauty? 

21.  Has  as  many  jokes  as  George  Burns? 

22.  Is  like  Wee  Willie  Winkie  and  never  goes 
to  bed  until  everybody  else  is  in  first? 

If  you  cannot  guess,  here  are  the  answers : 

1.  Renee,  2.  Margaret,  3.  Barbara  Campbell, 
4.  Shirley,  5.  Jackie,  6.  Polly,  7.  Anne,  8.  Eliz- 
abeth, 9.  Helen,  10.  Grace-Evelyn,  11.  Ellen 
Kidd,  12.  Donna,  13.  Carol,  14.  Mary-Lynn, 
15.  Barbara  Smith,  16.  Milo,  17.  Melanie, 
18.  Cathy,  19.  Mary,  20.  Ellen  Paterson,  21. 
Allyson,  22.  Cynthia. 
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WHAT'S  WHAT  IN  DALTON  HOUSE 

For  the  boarders  of  Dalton  House,  this 
year  has  proved  to  be  full  of  activity.  The 
residence  has  been  larger  than  former  years, 
claiming  girls  from  Kamloops,  British  Colum- 
bia to  Toronto,  Ontario,  and  from  Churchill, 
Manitoba  to  Duluth,  Minnesota. 

Miss  Crawford,  our  P.E.  teacher,  has  cer- 
tainly kept  us  occupied.  Swimming  is  a  great 
success  and  there  has  been  a  very  large  group 
participating.  Many  girls,  including,  Marlene, 
who  could  not  swim,  passed  the  English 
Water  Survival  tests.  For  those  who  did  not 
like  leaving  their  horses  at  home,  riding 
classes  are  held  on  Fridays  and  Saturdays. 
One  of  the  highlights  of  our  sporting  activ- 
ities was  the  ski  trip  to  La  Riviere  and  we 
cannot  wait  for  more  next  year. 

Special  outings  have  included  the  Royal 
Winnipeg  Ballet,  the  Manitoba  Theatre  Centre 
plays,  Pop  Concerts  at  the  Auditorium,  with 
smaller  groups  attending  the  opening  of  the 
27th  Legislative  Assembly,  Othello,  the  Hol- 
land Festival,  and  the  Art  Fair.  We  are  all 
looking  forward  to  continuing  these  interests 
next  year. 

Despite  our  continuous  struggle  against 
the  rules  and  regulations  and  our  own  private 
spats,  we  are  happy  with  our  boarders'  kit- 
chen, the  T.V.  suppers,  summer  picnics,  and 
winter  pizza  parties. 

THE  BOARDERS 


The  "Hep"  Parade  of  Form  IV  Boarders 


Shirley  Barefoot 
mat" 


"Leader  Of  The  Laundro- 


Nancy  —  "Jolly   Green  Giant" 

Joan   —   "Little   Broomstick   Cowboy?" 

Donna  —  "I  Love  Coffee,  I  Love  Tea" 

Jane  —  "Cindy,  Cindy" 

Laura  —  "Tell  Laura  I  Love  Her" 

Margaret  —  "One  Little,  Two  Little,  Three 
Little  Indians." 

Pamela  —  "Baby  Face" 

Shirley  Litch  —  "I  Want  To  Be  Bobbie's  Girl" 

Betsy  —  "My  Ship  (Bus)  Is  Coming  In" 

jean  —  "I  Will  Follow  Him" 

Peggy  —  "Leader  Of  The  Pack" 

Heather  —  "Dance,  Dance,  Dance" 

Dawn  —  "Where  The  Boys  Are" 

Elizabeth  —  "Homeward  Bound" 

Gay  —  "Dance,  Ballerina,  Dance" 


Typical  Atkins '  House  Day 

Teddie  gets  up  at  the  crack  of  dawn, 
While  Toni  crawls  out  with  giggle  and  yawn, 
"Let's  go  to  breakfast"  is  Cathi's  bright  song, 
And  Midge  with  her  "propers"  comes 
crutching  along. 

Linda  and  Jane  come  staggering  down 
Could  under  that  kilt  be  still  a  nightgown? 
Now  breakfast  is  over  —  Jan's  out  for  her 

walk  — 
Ava's  not  on  the  telephone.  My  what  a  shock! 

Nancy  (  T )  and  Judy  must  swim  after  four, 
Garrity  and  Cathi  rush  off  to  the  store, 
Vivian  is  talking  to  Gregg  on  the  phone, 
"He  may  yet  call  me,"  says  Marion  with  a 
groan. 

Ditte  from  study  puts  "dubbies"  on  bath 
And  in-and-out  Nancy  finds  answers  in  math; 
Soon  a  teacher  comes  'round  to  turn  off  our 

light, 
The  end  of  a  day,  in  Aikins'  —  Good,  Night. 


JUNIOR  BOARDERS'  DAIL  Y  ROUND 

6.30  a.m. — Colleen,  the  early  bird  is  study- 
ing 

7.45  a.m. — Laurie,  looks  for  her  tie 

12.40  p.m. — Jill  hurries  for  mail 

1.00  p.m. — Cynthia  looks  for  Miss  Col- 
Morgen 

3.30  p.m. — On  Friday,  Margot  and  Grace  go 
home 

4.30  p.m. — Betty  and  Jenny  play  jacks 

5.00  p.m. — Julie  practises  singing 

5.15  p.m. — Marlene  and  Margaret  work  to- 
wards an  Honour  Pin 

6.00  p.m. — On     Sunday,     Shirley     watches 
"Please  Don't  Eat  The  Daisies" 

Dinner      — Julia  tries  to  get  a  word  in 
6.30  p.m. — Jackie  watched  "Batman" 
8.10  p.m. — Milo  is  first  at  "Snack" 
8.30  p.m. — Patti  runs  a  bath 
9.30  p.m. — Agi  is  curling  her  hair 

Midnight   — Lynn  shouts  in  her  sleep 

Any  time  — Ann  listens  to  records 

Ellen  and  Pat  are  talking 
Trish,  Christi,  Alannah,  Barh. 
look  for  "big  sisters"  in  Grade  X 
Barbie  counts  the  days  till  June 
Melanie  and  Polly  are  playing 
pranks  and  Vickie  runs  out  of 
Quick  Tan 


Furty  one 


BALLATER  HOUSE  PRAYERS 


STUDENT  EXCHANGE 


On  February  4,  Ballater  House  Prayers 
was  a  special  occasion.  This  Service,  planned 
and  directed  by  the  House  Head,  Kathy  Neil- 
son  and  conducted  by  herself  and  Seniors, 
was  a  first  in  Balmoral  Hall's  history. 

Ballater  introduced  a  new  hymn  to  the 
School's  repertoire  —  "The  Battle  Hymn  of 
the  Republic"  which  has  since  become  a 
favourite.  Cathy  McNair  accompanied  on  the 
piano,  Bible  passages  were  read  by  Teddi 
Nance  and  Susan  Bracken,  and  Kathy  led  the 
prayers  and  then  spoke  at  the  end  of  the 
service  about  the  House  System  and  friend- 
ship. Supported  by  parents  of  some  of  the 
Ballater  students  and  joined  by  the  whole 
School,  it  was  a  memorable  event  which  set 
a  precedent. 


MISS  ESTELLE  CARVER 

One  of  our  most  interesting  and  memorable 
speakers  this  year  was  Miss  E.  Carver  who 
spoke  to  us  after  Prayers  on  Friday,  Decem- 
ber 3rd,  1965.  Born  in  Jamaica,  Miss  Carver 
spent  most  of  her  adult  life  in  the  United 
States  where  for  many  years,  she  was  an 
English  teacher  in  Hopkins  Grammar  School 
for  Boys  in  New  Haven,  Connecticut. 

As  a  veteran  on  the  road  of  life,  Miss 
Carver  spoke  to  us  as  rookies  who  were  just 
beginning.  Always  interested  in  young  people, 
Miss  Carver  had  clearly  devoted  her  life  to 
youth.  She  defined  education  as  "the  training 
of  the  faculties,  especially  of  the  minds  of 
the  young."  Believing  that  our  faces  communi- 
cate with  our  eyes  as  the  windows  of  our 
souls,  Miss  Carver  amused  us  when  she  said 
that  big  hair  do's  only  serve  to  hide  empty 
heads.  As  Miss  Carver  closed,  she  left  us 
with  a  lovely  Christmas  thought  —  that 
"giving"  is  the  most  wonderful  joy  in  the 
world. 

DITTE  LANSKY 


Last  summer  I  was  one  of  twenty-four 
students  who  visited  Quebec  under  the  spon- 
sorhsip  of  the  Canadian  Centennial  Commis- 
sion. On  our  arrival  in  Montreal  we  were 
greeted  by  twenty-four  French-Canadian 
families,  each  of  whom  billeted  one  Mani- 
toban. 

The  first  two  days  of  our  visit  were  un- 
usually busy;  we  went,  by  bus,  along  the  St. 
Lawrence  to  Quebec  City.  There  we  toured 
Laval  University,  Old  Quebec,  the  legislative 
buildings,  the  provincial  museum,  and  numer- 
ous other  landmarks. 

On  our  return  to  Montreal,  our  hosts  intro- 
duced us  to  their  own  city  and  to  the  way 
of  life  in  a  bilingual  community.  We  watched 
locks  in  operation  on  the  St.  Lawrence  River, 
visited  the  site  of  the  1967  World  Fair,  and 
strolled  through  the  botanical  gardens. 

With  the  hope  that  we  might  meet  again, 
we  returned  home,  anxious  to  tell  others  of 
the  wonderful  time  we  had  enjoyed  with  our 
new  Canadian  friends,  and  of  the  many  things 
we  had  learned  about  another  part  of  our 
country. 

MARY  BRUCE 


BRAEMAR  HOUSE  PRAYERS 

After  two  weeks  of  intensive  training, 
Braemar  House  Choir  was  finally  ready  for 
our  morning  prayers.  We  had  practised  our 
favourite  hymns  —  "Take  my  Life",  and 
Blake's  "Jerusalem."  Nancy  Little  had  pre- 
pared the  "Parable  of  the  Talents,"  and  Judy 
Dowler,  several  prayers;  Trish  Johnston  had 
planned  her  talk  on  "Talents  and  House 
Spirit."  As  we  walked  down  the  aisle  we 
all  knew  this  would  be  an  interesting  and 
inspiring  event. 


EXCHANGES 

The  Editor  wishes  to  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges: 

ALMAFILIAN    Alma  College,  St.  Thomas,  Ontario 

THE  BRANKSOME  SLOGAN  Branksome  Hall,  Toronto,  Ontario 

THE   CROFTONIAN   Crofton  House  School,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

SAMARA    Elmwood,  Rockcliffe  Park,  Ottawa 

PER  ANNOS  King's  Hall,  Compton,  P.Q. 

NOSTER    ANNOS    Qu'Appelle  Diocesan  School,  Regina 

ST.  HELEN'S  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE  St.  Helen's  School,  Dunham,  P.Q. 

THE  CHRONICLE  St.  Mildred's  College,  Toronto,  Ont. 

THE  STRATHCONIAN  Strathcona  Lodge  School 

HORIZONS    Technical-Vocational  School,  Wpg. 

THE   RECORD    Trinity  College  School,  Port  Hope,  Ont. 

THE  STUDY  CHRONICLE  The  Study,  Montreal,  P.Q. 

THE  LUCEM  Weston  School,  Westmount,  P.Q. 


Fourty  lico 


Congratulations  Graduates  of  1966 

from  the 
Balmoral  Hall  Alumnae  Association 


Catherine  Bail 
Susan  Bracken 
Vivian  Brandy 
Mary  Bruce 
Rosemary  Condo 
Susan  Cramp 
Judith  Dowler 
Jane  Duckworth 
Midge  Gosko 
Alexandra  Hunt 
Janet  Jackson 
Patricia  Johnston 
Ditte   Lansky 


Nancy  Little 
Gwenyth  McQuade 
Teddi   Nance 
Kathryn   Neilson 
Terry  Rogers 
Deanna  Silvester 
Sally  Spohn 
Toni  Stovel 
Frances  Tanner 
Marion   Thompson 
Catherine  Vivian 
Teddi  Wheeler 
Pamela  Williams 


Dear  Grads., 

We  are  looking  forward  to  meeting  you  at  our 
luncheon  for  you  at  1  p.m.  on  June  11,  at  the 
Winnipeg  Winter  Club.  In  the  fall,  wherever  you 
may  be,  we  hope  that  you  will  join  us,  either  in 
person  or  by  mail,  when  we  have  our  Annual 
Meeting.  Good  luck  in  your  exams,  and  our  best 
wishes  for  the  future. 

Sincerely, 

JO  (ADAMSON)  AINLEY,  President. 


ALUMNAE  EXECUTIVE  1966-67 

Miss  G.  Murrell- Wright,  Honorary  President 

Mrs.  M.  M.  Ainley,  President 

Miss  Beverley  McLeod,  1st  Vice-President 

Miss  Muriel  Edmonds,  2nd  Vice-President 

Miss  Linda  Leach,  Secretary 

Mrs.  W.  C.  Schutte,  Treasurer 

Miss  Susan  Riley,  Archivist 

Miss  Joanne  Sutherland,  Assistant  Arch. 

Mrs.  P.  H.  Cumming,  Telephone  Chairman 

Mrs.  Ian  L.  Jessiman,  Past  President 


LAST  YEAR'S  GRADUATES 


Kay  Alexander  —  Kelvin  XII 

Marlene  Bain  —  Manitoba  Hydro 

Margaret  Berry  —  Queen's,  Arts  I 

Marsha  Dangerfield  —  University  College,  Arts  I 

May  Dickson  —  Physiotheropy,  U.  of  M. 

Susan  Foley  —  University  Colege,  Arts  I 

Cathie  Gourley  —  U.  of  M.  Arts  I 

Susan  Guest  —  Interior  Design,  U.  of  M. 

Janet  Harrison  —  St.  John's  College,  Arts  I 

Susan  Hutchings  —  University  College,  Arts  I 

Pam  Kayser  —  United  College,  Science  I 

Kathy  Kilgour  —  U.  of  M.  Arts  I 

Roberta  Kipp  —  University  College,  Arts  I 


Bonnie  Lamon  —  Home  Economics,  U.  of  M. 
Kay  Lumax  —  Home  Economics,  U.  of  M. 
Barbara  McMurray  —  University  College,  Arts  I 
Sheryl  Noonan  —  Villa  Mercede,  Florence. 
Lesley  Paterson  —   Portage   la   Prairie 
Margaret  Pickard  —  Nursing,  St.  Boniface 
Jessica  Rattray  —  Bank  of  Commerce,  Winnipeg 
Susan  Ruttan  —  St.  John's  College,  Arts  I 
Ruth  Thomas  —  University  of  Alberta,  Arts  I 
Margaret  Upham  —  Queen's,  Arts  I 
Marcia  Wiens  —  Where  are  you,  Marcia? 
Keep  in  touch  everybody  — 

JO  AINLEY 
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SCHOOL  BASKETBALL  TEAM 


"SPORTS  ILLUSTRATED" 

Your  Sports  Captain  proudly  presents  a 
pace-setting  year  in  the  games  at  Balmoral 
Hall.  Three  cheers  for  Miss  Crawford! 

September  —  Tests  for  new  girls  and  they 
were  soon  placed  in  Houses.  Games  Cap- 
tains appointed  and  track  and  field  prac- 
tices began. 

October  6  —  Sports  Day!  Track  and  field 
events  will  continue  throughout  the  year 
with  awards  being  made  in  June.  A  quick 
breath  and  we  were  all  on  hand  at  volley- 
ball. Boarders'  classes  in  swimming  and 
riding  were  soon  under  way.  The  high- 
light for  some  was  the  Cross-Country  Run 
at  Neepawa  on  October  30th. 

November  —  Volleyball  matches  were  played 
at  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Sacred  Heart  and 
the  Manitoba  Institute  of  Technology. 
House  matches  created  great  excitement. 
There  was  noticeable  improvement  in  our 
volleyball  skills 

December  —  but  some  mistakes.  Mistakes 
were  recorded  as  experience  and  skill  was 
loyally  cheered.  Congratulations  to  Craig 
Gowan,  the  winning  House. 

January  —  Basketball  season  opened.  It  was 
good  to  see  the  increased  interest  in  bas- 
ketball this  year. 

January    15th    was    the    Father-Daughter 
"Winter-Capades"  with  Broomball  at  the 


Arena  followed  by  tobogganing  and  lunch 
at  School. 

January  24th  —  Bronze  awards  presented 
for  Personal  Survival  Swimming  Tests. 

February  —  Basketball  matches  with  United 
College,  St.  Mary's  Academy,  and  M.B.C.I. 
The  memorable  event  in  February,  how- 
ever, was  the  ski  trip  to  La  Riviere.  All 
agreed  that  this  was  a  tremendous  ex- 
perience and  should  be  continued. 

March  —  Basketball  House  matches  kept  us 
busy  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  our 
practices  had  made  possible  some  fairly 
lively  and  closely-matched  games.  Con- 
gratulations to  Braemar  who  won  the 
honours  here.  Due  to  a  large  entry  the 
Ping-Pong  tournament  became  a  major 
event  particularly  in  the  Junior  High 
School  where  won  the  singles. 

April  to  June  —  Junior  Captains  have  taken 
over  the  Softball  season  —  D.  Ferguson, 
J.  Rankin,  C.  Tamblyn  and  A.  Ivan.  Now 
we  need  a  warm  wind  to  dry  up  the  field 
and  the  tennis  court,  so  that  action  can 
begin. 

Unless  you've  been  to  games  you  won't 
know  what  a  good  year  this  has  been  and 
with  such  help  from  the  games  captains, 
House  Heads  and  Miss  Crawford  it  has  been 
a  wonderful  year  for  me. 

DIANA  KILGOUR  —  Sports  Captain 
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H.  Davies,     J.  Cox,     J.  Evans,     J.  Riley 
HIGH  SCHOOL  CHAMPIONS 


CROSS-COUNTRY  MEET 

On  Saturday,  October  30,  1965,  Elizabeth 
Anderson,  Susan  David,  Janis  McKeag,  Joan 
Rankin,  Nina  Sutherland  and  Ann  Townsend, 
represented  Balmoral  Hall  and  its  school  div- 
ision in  a  cross-country  meet  at  Neepawa, 
Manitoba.  An  early  breakfast,  123  miles  of 
driving   and   at   9:45  we  were  ready  to  go. 

In  addition  to  the  cross-country  race  for 
teams  of  six  from  each  school,  there  was  an 
open  race  for  individuals.  However,  our  girls, 
who  had  been  training  for  just  two  weeks 
prior  to  the  meet,  took  part  only  in  the 
team  event.  It  was  a  one  and  a  half  mile 
course,  which  took  the  contestants  approx- 
imately ten  minutes.  The  course  was  rough, 
in  fact  rugged,  with  steep  hills,  sandy  ground, 
and  much  stubble;  but,  in  spite  of  sore  feet 
and  some  aching  muscles,  our  team  came 
through  with  the  comment  that  "It  was  hard 
for  the  amount  of  time  we  practised,  but  it 
was  fun,  even  though  we  didn't  place.'' 

However,  these  girls  did  "place"  in  the 
admiration  of  their  Balmoral  Hall  classmates, 
who  were  proud  of  their  school  representa- 
tion in  this  event. 


JUNIOR  HIGHSCHOOL  TRACK  TEAM 
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CATHERINE  BELL:  BALLATER: 
1965-1966 
Though  a  resident  of  Victoria,  Cathi  came  to 
us  from  Lausanne,  Switzerland  and  her  fluency 
in  French  is  envied  by  everyone.  We  never  see 
her  on  the  weekends  though  we  hear  they  are 
a  riot!  Next  year  Cathi  plans  a  busy  year  in 
Victoria  before  she  takes  a  course  in  hotel  ad- 
ministration  at    Cornell. 

SUSAN  BRACKEN:  BALLATER  HOUSE: 
1952-1964,  1965-1966 
Though  Sue  was  at  Branksome  last  year, 
happily  for  Balmoral,  she  returned  and  has  been 
an  able  Prefect,  and  the  editor  of  the  School 
Magazine.  She  is  interested  and  skillful  in  many 
sports,  a  member  of  both  the  school  basketball 
and  volleyball  teams  and  successfully  represented 
the  school  in  the  High  School  Badminton  Tour- 
nament. An  ardent  supporter  of  Ballater  and 
its  games  captain,  she  is  noted  for  her  "wreathed 
smiles,   and  ripple   of  laughing". 

MARY  BRUCE:  CRAIG  GO  WAN: 
1962-1966 
As  a  capable  games  captain  and  prefect,  Mary 
is  a  strong  leader  of  Craig  Gowan.  An  alto  in 
the  choir,  Art  Editor  of  Optima  Anni,  and  mem- 
ber of  Studio  91.  Mary  is  also  the  supposedly 
innocent  member  of  the  "back  row"  who  pro- 
vides such  distraction.  It  is  difficult  to  consider 
her  "a  most  pleasing  and  innocent  woman."  No 
doubt,  when  she  graduates  from  Katherine  Gibbs 
in  Boston,  Mary  will  soon  become  the  secretary 
of  a  handsome  young  executive. 

ROSEMARY  CONDO:   BALLATER: 
1959-1966 
'A  friend  may  well  be  reckoned  the  master- 
piece of  nature"  Emerson 

A  friend  indeed  but  Rosemary  can  often  be 
seen  attacking  those  with  untidy  uniform,  in 
Ballater  House,  posting  up  the  weekly  T.I.C. 
list,  or  collecting  fines  for  overdue  books  in  the 
library.  She  is  a  busy  treasurer  of  the  library 
committee  and  a  member  of  the  student  council. 
After  a  holiday  in  Europe  she  plans  to  invade 
United  College  for  further  pearls  of  wisdom. 

SUSAN  CRAMP:   BRAEMAR: 
1963-1966 
"She  issues  not  in  laughter  but  in  still  smiles." 
Active  in  the  school  choir,  Sue  is  also  on  the 
magazine   executive   and   uniform   monitress   for 
Braemar.  She  will  long  be  remembered  for  the 
e's    she    continually    attaches    to    the    ende    of 
wordse  in  English  class.  "Are  oo  cwazy?"  Only 
her  chemistry  teacher  knows  for  sure.  She  may 
be  a  champion  in  Scottish  dancing  but  her  pre- 
sent   plans    include    French    and    more    French 
either  in  Quebec  or  Switzerland.  Good  luck,  Sue! 

JUDITH  DOWLER:  BRAEMAR: 
1960-1966 
Judy,  a  prefect  and  our  effective  school  cap- 
tain, has  been  a  member  of  the  choir,  and  a 
strong  supporter  of  Braemar.  As  honorary  lib- 
rarian she  has  devoted  much  of  her  time  to 
supervising  library  studies  and  as  School  Captain 
her  special  duties  have  included  the  energetic 
Junior  lines.  Next  year  will  see  J.M.M.D.  at  the 
University  in  Saskatoon  taking  nursing  adminis- 
tration. The  River  Heights'  group  will  miss  her 
as  "benignant  information  was  her  hobby." 
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JANE  DUCKWORTH:   CRAIG  GOWAN: 
1965-1966 

Jane  is  one  of  the  most  popular  girls  in  the 
class  —  she  lives  next  door  to  Tache  Hall  at  the 
University  of  Manitoba.  No  wonder  she's  been 
absent  quite  frequently  this  year.  She  is  well- 
known  for  her  after-party  in  her  artistically- 
decorated  recreation  room,  and  for  her  red  car 
which  will  be  missed,  from  its  usual  spot  on 
Langside.  Fine  Arts  at  Trinity  College,  Toronto, 
is  her  goal  for  September.  We've  loved  having 
you  Jane. 

"Her  serene  smile  and  calmness  of  manner  are 
surpassed  only  by  her  wit  and  charm." 

MIDGE  GOSKO:   CRAIG  GOWAN: 
1964-1966 

Midge,  a  prefect  and  head  of  Craig  Gowan  puts 
sports  at  the  top  of  her  list  of  interests  but 
Mount  Agassiz  ski  patrol  and  the  School  choir 
both  benefit  from  her  talents.  That  ski  "holiday" 
in  Quebec  slowed  her  down  only  slightly  —  she 
is  almost  as  speedy  on  crutches  — -  B.H.  will 
miss  her  exuberance  next  year  but  U.  of  M. 
should  enjoy  her. 

'"This  maiden  she  lived  with  no  other  thought 
Than  to  love  and  be  loved." 

ALIXE  HUNT:  GLEN  GAIRN: 
1958-1966 
"Golden  (?)  hair  and  sparkling  eyes!"  Despite 
the  fact  that  Al  seems  to  have  some  strange  but 
extremely  strong  aversion  to  games  she  has 
found  time  to  support  her  house  in  other  ways. 
She  is  a  strong  alto,  an  active  member  of  the 
library  committee  and  a  member  of  the  student 
council.  Next  fall  we  will  see  Alixe  an  artsman 
at  the  U.  of  M.  after  a  summer  in  Europe.  Good 
luck  Al  and  bon  voyage. 

JANET  JACKSON:  BRAEMAR: 
1965-1966 
"Her  voice  was  ever  soft,  gentle  and  low, 
an  excellent  thing  in  women."  Jan  has  been  a 
welcome  addition  to  the  residence  and  to  Form 
VI  this  year.  She  is  a  member  of  the  School  choir, 
one  of  our  organists  and  a  supporter  of  Braemar 
House.  Next  year  Jan  plans  to  use  her  artistic 
abilities  in  Interior  Design  at  the  University  of 
Manitoba.  We'll  miss  your  quiet  voice  and  ori- 
ginal jokes  Jan  but  best  of  luck  to  you. 

PATRICIA  JOHNSTON:  BRAEMAR: 
1959-1966 

"There's  no  great  genius  without  some  touch 
of  madness." 

That's  our  Trish.  She  must  be  mad  to  be  as 
active  as  she  is:  a  prefect,  an  enthusiastic  Head 
of  Braemar  House,  on  the  Magazine  Executive, 
as  ex  School  Captain  is  effective  in  both  School 
and  house  teams,  an  organist  and  in  the  choir 
.  .  .  and  yet  for  all  that  she  has  time  for  those 
100's  in  Maths.  Good  luck  Trish  when  you  meet 
the  Business  Realities   in  Commerce  next  year! 

DITTE  LANSKY:    GLEN  GAIRN: 
1953-56,  57-64,  65-66 
".  .  .  there  is  nothing  good  or  bad  but  thinking 

makes  it  so." 

Everyone  at  Balmoral  Hall  welcomed  Ditte 
back  this  year  and  say  her  not  only  receive  her 
prefect's  cord  but  also  become  our  very  able 
Form  VI  Pres.  Besides  this  she  is  head  of  the 
choir  and  School  reporter.  Her  cheerful  laughter 
and  amusing  bulletin  board  clippings  will  not 
soon  be  forgotten.  What  does  the  future  hold. 
Ditte?  Will  it  be  French  at  the  Sorbonne  or  a 
visit  to  your  native  country  Denmark?  Happy 
days! 
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NANCY  LITTLE:  BRAEMAR:      1963-1966 

"Some  are  born  great"  as  our  Head  Girl  has 
proved  in  her  lead  performance  in  that  memor- 
able drama  "Album  Nix."  "Some  achieve  great- 
ness .  .  ."  practising  long  hard  hours  for  the 
School  basketball  team  and  in  the  alto  section  of 
the  Choir.  "Some  have  greatness  thrust  upon 
them"  as  in  last  June  when  Nancy  was  elected 
Head  Girl,  in  September  when  appointed  Honor- 
ary Librarian,  in  December  when  chosen  to  re- 
present U.S.A.  at  the  M.U.N.A.  in  Minneapolis, 
and  in  February  when  appointed  Chairman  of 
the  Vlth  Form  Club.  Next  year  at  McGill  should 
be  even  more  interesting  for  our  Little. 

GWEN  McQUADE:   GLEN  GAIRN:       1964-1963 

They  say  that  the  best  things  in  life  come  in 
small  packages,  and  this  proves  to  be  quite  cor- 
rect when  referring  to  Gwen.  Our  Form  VI 
"Striver"  occasionally  managed  to  tear  herself 
away  from  her  chemistry  and  physics,  to  support 
Glen  Gairn  as  its  Secretary-Treasurer  and  to 
work  on  the  Magazine  Executive.  Her  extra  curri- 
cular  "Nick-tivity"  keeps  her  busy,  but  she  seems 
to  find  time  to  tutor  her  classmates  and  visit  in 
the  residence  frequently.  We  know  she  will  do 
well  in  Pharmacy  next  year.  Carry  on  Gwen! 

TEDDI  NANCE:  BALLATER:      1961-1966 
"Give  every  man  thy  ear,  but  few  thy  voice; 
Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy 
judgement."  — Shakespeare. 

Our  Head  Librarian,  whose  natural  habitat  is 
—  what  else?  —  the  Senior  School  library  (al- 
though she  is  sometimes  torn  away  by  her  duties 
as  Prefect,  Ballater  Archivist,  and  alto  in  the 
choir)  will  always  be  remembered  as  the  tall  (the 
better  to  reach  those  high  shelves)  and  silent  (ex- 
cept when  you  owe  a  fine)  members  of  Form  VI. 
Next  year  Teddi  plans  to  study  drama  at  the 
University   of   Alberta. 

KATHRYN  NEILSON:  BALLATER:      1957-1966 

"Her  talk  was  like  a  stream  which  runs 

With  rapid  change  from  rocks  to  roses." 

A    prefect    and    Ballater's    enthusiastic    House 

Head  this  year  —  Kathy  has  been  seen  at  almost 

any   time   hunting   down   runaway   Ballaters   for 

games.   She  was  also  a  Literary  Editor  for  our 

School   Magazine,   on   the  school   basketball   and 

volleyball   teams,    and   in    the    choir.   Next   year 

Kathy's   going   into   Arts   at   University   College. 

TERRY  ROGERS:  BRAEMAR:     1965-1966 

As  games  captain  and  a  member  of  both  the 
Braemer  basketball  and  volleyball  teams,  Terry 
is  a  strong  supporter  of  her  house.  Terry  is  a 
member  of  the  magazine  committee,  the  library 
committee  and  the  school  volleyball  team.  We 
will  never  forget  her  profound  remarks  during 
English  class  and  we  hope  she  is  successful  next 
year  at  the  University  of  Alberta,  Edmonton. 
"Let  me  not  burst  in  madness." 

DEANNA  SILVESTER:   GLEN  GAIRN: 
1956-1966 

"Though  this  be  madness  yet  there  be  method 
in  it." 

An  apt  quotation  for  our  capable  Glen  Gairn 
House  Head.  Besides  being  a  perfect,  a  choir 
member  and  honorary  editor  of  the  School 
Magazine,  Deedee  is  sufficiently  organized  to  play 
on  the  School  basketball  team  and  lead  her  own 
house  team.  After  ten  years  as  a  busy  and  loyal 
day  girl,  she  came  in  to  residence  for  two  weeks 
in  order  to  have  missed  no  part  of  School  life. 
Deedee  takes  her  friendly  smile  to  U.  of  M.  in 
the  fall.  Our  loss  and  their  gain.  Good  luck  pal. 
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SALLY  SPOHN:   GLEN  GAIRN: 

"Super-Sal"  found  herself  at  House  Games  for 
the  first  time  this  year  and  much  to  her  surprise, 
she  liked  them.  Much  to  our  surprise,  she  was 
good  at  them.  When  not  fulfilling  her  duties  as 
Form  VI  Vice-President,  Head  of  the  Junior 
Library,  or  Glen  Gairn's  Social  Convener  she 
can  be  found  going  over  clothing  lists  for  Europe 
or  working  on  some  old  car.  Next  year  will  find 
her  in  Arts  at  the  U.  of  M.  —  Best  of  luck,  Sal! 

FRANCES  TANNER:  CRAIG  GO  WAN: 

Francie  spent  most  of  her  winter  weekends  ski- 
ing, but  managed  to  take  some  time  off  for  school. 
A  prefect  and  a  member  of  the  choir,  she  could 
be  seen  processing  books  in  the  library  every 
Friday.  Having  fallen  in  love  with  Victoria,  she 
plans  to  attend  university  there  where  she  will 
grow  her  hair  and  perhaps  attend  Arts  lectures. 
"Is  it  true  girls  who  go  out  with  blondes  have 
more  fun?" 

TONI  STOVEL:   BALLATER: 

"Laughter  holding  both  her  sides." 
That  is  Toni  —  the  Sixth  Form's  answer  to  in- 
stant mirth.  As  photography  editor  for  the  year- 
book, she  is  only  surpassed  by  Barney  and 
Arthur.  Besides  being  a  prefect  and  a  member  of 
the  School  choir,  she  has  been  an  active  social 
convener  for  Ballater  House.  Tonie  is  still  decid- 
ing where  to  take  her  "jest  and  jollity"  next  year. 
Good  luck,  Toni! 

MARION  THOMPSON:   GLEN  GAIRN: 

Marion  came  from  Virden  to  grace  the  resi- 
dence of  Balmoral  Hall  with  her  presence.  She 
sings  in  the  choir  and  is  more  than  just  one  of 
those  fifteen  minute  supporters  of  Glen  Gairn 
games.  She  plays  on  the  school  volleyball  team 
and  is  Glen  Gairn's  Games  Captain.  She's  deter- 
mined to  pass  Chemistry  to  be  a  Lab.  Technician 
next  year.  What's  the  attraction  in  Neepawa, 
Marion  .  .  .? 

"Late  nights  and  early  morn, 
A  banker's  often  weary  worn." 

CATHERINE  VIVIAN:  BRAEMAR: 

Our  busy  head  of  residence  —  "with  merry 
eyes  and  laughing  smile"  is  also  a  prefect  and 
sings  in  the  school  choir.  "Joe  Genius"  is  deter- 
mined to  succeed  and  when  not  in  the  Lab.  on 
weekends  she  often  unwound  on  the  ski-slopes 
near  her  home  town  of  Neepawa  (via  Minne- 
dosa?)  Cathi,  the  farmer's  daughter,  plans  to  take 
Arts  at  University  College  with  a  distant  eye  on 
social  work.  Best  of  luck  always. 

TEDDI  WHEELER:   GLEN  GAIRN: 

Because  of  her  extra-curricular  activities,  our 
'wynnsome'  lass  is  seldom  seen  at  Glen  Gairn 
games.  However,  she  is  an  active  member  of  the 
school  choir  and  the  magazine  committee.  She  is 
the  envy  of  everyone  with  her  Banff-made  tan. 

"Great  oaks  from  little  acorns  grown." 
So  keep  trying,  Ted!  and  good  luck  at  U.  of  M. 

PAMELA  WILLIAMS:   CRAIG  GO  WAN: 

Pam,  our  one-man  dating  committee  has  tried 
to  keep  Form  VI  in  order  during  her  term  as 
Class  President.  She  is  a  strong  member  of  the 
school  volleyball  team,  and  the  Craig  Gowan 
team,  she  adds  her  soprano  voice  to  the  school 
choir,  and  her  smile  helps  her  to  solicit  ads  for 
the  Magazine.  Next  year  Pam  plans  to  enter 
Nursing  Education  where  we  are  sure  she  will  be 
a  success  with  her  terrific  bedside  manner. 
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BALMORAL  HALL  CALENDAR 
CHRISTMAS  TERM-1965 


Sept.     8 
Sept.     9 


Sept.  10 


Boarders  arrive. 
Opening  Prayers. 

Head  Girl  and  School  Captain  receive 
cords. 

Sports   Captain   and  House   Heads   re- 
ceive pins  of  office. 
Nomination  of  Class  Officers. 
Election  of  House  Games  Captains. 
School  Meetings,  2  p.m.  and  3  p.m. 
Election  of  Class  Officers. 
Boarders'  Party  for  New  Girls. 
"A  Day  In  The  Country" 
Library  Executive  Announced. 
Mr.    Kisosankole    speaks    at    Morning 
Prayers. 

Summer  Reading  Tests. 
Boarders  swimming  begins. 
Junior  Sports  Day  2:30  p.m. 
Senior  Sports  Day  3:30  p.m. 
Thanksgiving  Service. 
New  Prefects  receive  cords. 
Thanksgiving  Weekend. 
Junior  High  School  attends  Symphony 
Concert. 

Boarders  attend  Yehudi  Menuhin  Con- 
cert. 

Boarders     attend     Minneapolis     Sym- 
phony Concert. 
Initiation  Party. 

A  Form  III   team   compete   in   Cross 
Country  Race  at  Neepawa. 
Presentation  of  U.N.I.CE.F  boxes  by 
Juniors  at  Prayers. 
Boarders  attend  "Importance  of  Being 
Earnest." 

Rev.  G.  Stegen  conducts  Remembrance 
Day  Service. 

Form  IV  attend  lecture  on  "The  New 
Africa"  by  Laurence  Van  Der  Post. 

Nov.  24      Christmas  examinations  begin. 

Dec.     1       Christmas  examinations  end. 

Dec.    2      Nancy  Little  attends  Mock  United  Na- 
tions Assembly  in  Minneapolis. 

Dec.    7-9   Gifts   of   food,    toys,   and    clothes   for 
Missions. 

Dec.  16      Boarders'  Christmas  Party. 

Dec.  17  Junior  Carol  Service  2:00  p.m. 
Senior  Carol  Service  5:00  p.m. 
School  Closes  for  Christmas. 


Sept 

.  18 
20 

24 

Oct. 

6 

Oct. 

8 

Oct. 

22-25 

Oct. 

23 

Oct. 

21 

Oct. 

26 

Oct. 

29 

Oct. 

30 

Nov. 

1 

Nov. 

5 

Nov. 

12 

Nov. 

16 

Jan. 
Jan. 
Jan. 

9 

10 
15 

Jan. 
Feb. 
Feb. 

21 
2 
3 

Feb. 

4 

Feb. 
Feb. 

21 

18-20 

22 

Mar. 
Mar. 

4&7 
9 

Mar. 

18 

Mar. 
Mar. 

26 
25 

April     1 

EASTER  TERM -J  966 

Boarders  return. 
Opening  Prayers. 

"Father-Daughter    Winter    Party"    — 
Forms  I-III. 

Alumnae  Annual  Meeting  and  Dinner. 
Boarders  attend  film,  "Othello." 
Some  students  attend  opening  of  Legi- 
slative -  Assem  bly . 
Boarders   attend   Royal  Winnipeg 
Ballet. 

"Cupid  Capers." 
Boarders'  Weekend. 
Mr.  Ian  Jessiman  lectured  on  Canada's 
Federal  Government. 
School  closed  because  of  snow. 
Rev.  R.  E.  Vipond  conducts  Morning 
Prayers. 

"The  Independent  School  in  Action," 
8  p.m. 

Alumnae  Scholarship  Coffee  Party. 
Easter  Examinations  begin. 

Easter  Examinations  end. 

School  closes  for  Easter  Vacation. 


SUMMER  TERM -J  966 

April  17    Boarders  return. 

April  18     Opening  Prayers. 

April  29    Rev.  W.  H.  Vaughan  conducts  Morning 
Prayers. 

May    2      Dr.    Laverty     of    Queen's     University 
interviews  Form  VI 

May     6      Graduation  Dance. 

May  12      Manitoba  Flag  Raising  Ceremony. 

May  19      Presentation     of     Family     Allowance 
Cheques. 

May  20-23  Victoria  Day  Weekend. 
May  26      Lilac  Mission  Tea 
June    1     House  Spelling  Contest. 
June    5     Closing  Evensong. 

June  10     Closing     Exercises      at      Westminster 
Church  followed  by  Garden  Party. 

June  11-14  I-III  Summer  Examinations. 

June  13-17  IV-V  Summer  Examinations. 

June  21-29  VI  University  Entrance  Examinations. 


SPECIAL  DATES  TO  REMEMBER  FOR  SEPTEMBER,  1966 

WEDNESDAY,  September  1th  —  Boarders  arrive  before  or  by  5.30  p.m. 

—  2  p.m.  Forms  IV,  V,  VI  Textbooks  and 
Timetables. 

—  3  p.m.  Forms  II,  III  Textbooks. 

—  3  p.m.  School  Officers  meet  to  plan  the 
opening. 

—  7  p.m.  Boarders  IV,  V,  VI  Textbooks. 


THURSDAY,       September  8th 


9  a.m.  Opening  Assembly  —  bring  your 
Health  Certificate. 
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THE  SCHOOL  DIRECTORY 

AIRD,  WENDY 

130  Elm   St.    (9)    452-4125 

ALEXANDER,  GILLIAN 

85  Yale   Avenue    (9)    GL  3-5411 

ANDERSON,  ELIZABETH 

227  Waverley  St.   (9)   GR  4-3104 

ANDERSON,  MARGOT 

Box  44,  458  Fort  Garry  Road 

Terrace  Bay,   Ont 2547 

ANDERSON,  PATRICIA 

412-660  Dakota  St.    (8)   253-1052 

ANDISON,  MARGARET 

Box  1,  Grp.  10, 

R.R.  1,  St.  Norbert,  Man GL  2-6753 

ARNETT,  LINDA  GAIL 

120  Waterloo  St.  (9)  GR  5-6670 

ASHDOWN,  BARBARA,  JOAN,  LORRAINE 

186  Westgate  (1)  GL  3-0617 

BAREFOOT,  SHIRLEY 

11702-123rd  St. 

Edmonton,   Alberta  455-0104 

BEATON,  SHERRY 

3D— 276  Wellington  Cr.    (9)    453-5229 

BEENHAM,  MARY-BETH 

61  Queenston  St.   (9)  489-9557 

BELL,  CATHERINE 

3120  Humber  Road,  Victoria,  B.C EV  6-0298 

BELTON,  LORI 

1660   Wellington   Cres.    (9)    489-3459 

BLACK,  WILLA 

90  Brock  Street  (9)  489-5981 

BOUCHER,  PATRICIA 

236  Riverside  Drive,  Thompson,  Man.    677-2633 
BRACKEN,  SUSAN 

234  Oxford  Street   (9)   GL  3-1164 

BRAULT,  DISA  AND  RENEE 

312  Laidlaw  Blvd.   (29)   HU  9-6097 

BRIGGS,  JANE 

118  Westgate    (1)    783-1616 

BROWN,  HEATHER 

320  Moray  St.   (12)   VE  2-4097 

BRUCE,  MARY 

241  Yale   Ave.    (9)    GL  2-8338 

BULLOCK,  LINDA 

147  Sunnyside  Blvd.   (12)   837-4923 

BURNS,  MARGARET 

306  Newton  Ave.  Box  46  (17)  ED  9-6594 

CAIN,  MARY 

1608  Cobalt  Place,  Lynn  Lake,  Man.    FL  6-2530 
CALL,  ELIZABETH 

851  Westminster  Ave.   (10)   772-4203 

CAMPBELL,  BARBARA 

493  Churchill  Drive    (13)   GL  2-1643 

CAMPBELL,  CATHERINE  AND  JUDY 

108  Grenfell  Blvd.    (29)   489-5533 

CAMPBELL,  LAURIE 

54  Frontenac  Bay   (6)    AL  3-1152 

CAMPBELL,  MARCIA 

46  Hind  Ave.   (12)   VE  7-2014 

CAMPBELL,  SUSANNA 

885  Renfrew  St.    (9)   489-8297 

CARTER,  HARRIET  AND  HILARY 

202  Handsart  Blvd.   (29)  489-6954 

CHEGWIN,  JOYCE 

1208  Aberdeen  Ave.    (14)   JU  6-5615 

CHEREWAN,  ELIZABETH 

820  Wellington  Cres.    (9)   GL  2-6444 

CLAYDON,  SHIRLEY 

143  Summit  Ave.,  Port  Arthur,  Ont 344-1162 


COBBE,  COLLEEN 

Box  144,  East  Selkirk  482-5120 

COHEN,  SHARON 

810  Wellington  Cres.    (9)   GR  5-6671 

COLE,  BARBARA,  CHRISTINE,  SUSAN 

385  Cambridge  St.    (9)   284-0182 

COOK,  MICHELLE 

1397   Dugald   Road    (6)    CH  7-7456 

CONDO,  ROSEMARY 

202  Lamont  Blvd.    (29)    489-2750 

COX,  JENNIFER 

357  Overdale  St.    (12)   837-4461 

CRAMP,  SUSAN  AND  LORRAINE 

421  Churchill  Drive    (13)    GL  3-4196 

CROSS,  ALISON 

No.  311,  15  Cornish  Ave.  (1)  775-7535 

CURRAN,  DEBORAH 

No.  3  —  341  Westwood  Drive  (22)  ....  837-6200 
DABRUS,  PATRICIA 

34  Picardy  Place    (10)    SP  2-4813 

DANGERFIELD,  PAMELA 

74  St.  Mary's  Road   (6)   GL  2-2537 

DAUNT,  JACQUELINE 

1118  Spadina  Cres.  E., 

Saskatoon,  Sask 653-1173 

DAVID,  SUSAN  AND  LESLEY 

R.R.  3,  Winnipeg  222-0007 

DAVIES,  HEATHER 

6  Frontenac  Bay   (6)   AL  6-0167 

DEMPSTER,  ELSPETH 

222  Poplar  Cres.,  Saskatoon,  Sask 242-0109 

DICKSON,  DEBORAH 

1034  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  GL  3-6911 

DOBBIE,  ALORA  AND  DIANNA 

748  Broadway  Ave.  (10)  SU  3-0480 

DODD,  JUDITH 

437  Oxford  St.    (9)   GL  3-7742 

DOUGAN,  JANE 

4511  Roblin  Blvd.   (20)   832-5785 

DOWLER,  JUDITH 

277  Harvard  Ave.  (9)  GR  5-1250 

DUCKWORTH,  JANE 

University   of   Manitoba    (19)    GR  4-9294 

DUNCAN,  SUSAN 

415—1650   Pembina   Hwy.    (19)    453-3052 

EDWARDS,  LOUISE 

144  Ash  St.    (9)    453-3195 

EMERSON,  CAROL 

c/o   243   Hartford  Ave.    (17)    ED  9-8213 

ERICKSON,  LYNNE 

156  Ash   St.    (9)    GR  5-0407 

EVANS,  JANE 
208  Dromore  Ave    (9)    GL  2-2173 

EVANS,  TANIS 

53   Huntington   Drive    (25)    222-9910 

EVERETT,  MARGOT 

111   Park  Blvd.    (29)    HU  9-6576 

EVERETT,  SARAH 

514  Wellington  Cres.    (9)   GR  5-4533 

FANDRICK,  MARLENE 
482-8th  St.  S.E., 
Medicine    Hat,    Alberta    527-1847 

FERGUSON,  JANE  AND  DEBORAH 

167  Waverley  St.   (9)   GR  5-5623 

FLINTOFT,  CATHERINE 

72   Kingsway   Ave.    (9)    GR  5-4881 

FLINTOFT,  NANCY 
3066  Angus   St.,  Regina,   Sask 536-7993 
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FREEDY,  BRETTE 

295   River  Road    (8)    253-1998 

FINGOLD,  SUSAN 

236  Victoria   Cres.    (8)    256-0520 

GAGE,  HEATHER 

26  Mount  Royal  Cres.    (12)   VE  2-0274 

GARBETT,  SUSAN 

No.  4  —  101  Horace  St.    (6)   233-6949 

GARDNER,  ANNE 

175  Oxford  St.   (9)   GR  5-5227 

GATTEY,  JOAN  AND  LYNNE 

Cross  Bar  Ranch, 

Consort,   Alberta   577-2352 

GAUTAMA,  PROMILA 

98  Longley  St.,  Regina,  Sask 536-6016 

GILCHRIST,  JANE 

109   Girton   Blvd.    (29)    489-2511 

GORDON.  SUSAN 

473  Waterloo  St.    (9)   GL  3-1196 

GOSKO,  EVELYN 

361    Cambridge    St.    (9)    453-0327 

GRANT,  ANNE  AND  JANE 

22  Kingston  Row   (8)   CH  7-6837 

GRIFFITHS,  VICKI 

1241   Wellington   Cres.    (9)    489-4958 

GUY,  MONICA 

135  Eastgate    (1)    SP  2-5200 

HALLEY,  KAREN 

972   Carter  Ave.    (9)    475-7832 

HANNA,  COLLEEN 

1195  Warsaw  Cres.    (9)   GL  2-7895 

HARRISON,  JANE 

172  Church  Ave.    (4)    JU  6-1644 

HAWORTH,  ELIZABETH 

359  Oxford   St.    (9)   GL  3-2712 

HAY,  HELEN 

114   Lodge    Ave.    (12)    VE  2-4484 

HAY,  CYNTHIA 

167  Douglas  Park  Rd.   (12)   888-7397 

HUMANS,  STEVEN 

275   Ash   St.    (9)    GR  5-8274 

HISTED,  JULIE 

The  Manse,  Waskada,  Man 673-2425 

HOSSACK,  DONNA 

99  Niagara  St.   (9)   489-9432 

HOSIE,  PATRICIA 
842  University  Drive, 
Saskatoon,    Sask 652-8750 

HOWISON,  PATRICIA 
2850  Assiniboine  Ave.    (12)   VE  7-1190 

HOWARD,  BARBARA 
2319  Carleton  Cres. 
Calgary,   Alberta    244-5444 

HUNT,  ALIXE  AND  CATHERINE 
80   Waterloo   St.    (9)    GR  5-1479 

IVAN.  AGNES 
521  Bate  Cres.,  Saskatoon,  Sask 343-0255 

JACKSON,  JANE 

240  Waverley  St.    (9)   GL  3-6045 

JACKSON,  JANET 

42.  Harman  Ave.  (12)  VE  2-5347 

JARJOUR,  MARCIA 

No.  2  —  185  Fernwood  Ave.  E AL  3-1418 

JESSIMAN,  SALLY 
363   Kingston   Cres.    (8)    233-7276 

JOHNSTON,  LAURA 
446  Prospect  Drive, 
Medicine    Hat,    Alberta    527-1546 


JOHNSTON,  PATRICIA 

177  Yale  Avenue   (9)   GL  2-7818 

KEIR,  CATHERINE  AND  PAMELA 

c/o  Indian  Affairs, 

Barrhead,    Alberta    674-2132 

KENDALL,  MARGARET 

Norway   House,   Man 6253 

KENNEDY,  SYDNEY 

275   Elm   St.    (9)    GR  5-5429 

KIDD,  ELLEN 

2476  Henderson  Hwy.    (16)   339-4240 

KILGOUR,  DIANA 

S3   Middlegate    (1)    783-9005 

LADIN,  JENNIFER 

650  Waverley  St.   (9)  452-9411 

LANGTRY,  DEBRA 

915  Somerset  Ave.   (19)  GL  3-0166 

LANSKY,  DITTE 

107  Villiard  Ave.,  Carman,  Man SH  5-2371 

LAWLER,  SUSAN  AND  ROBERT 

2433  Assiniboine  Cres.   (12)   VE  2-0400 

LAWSON,  ANNE  AND  JANE 

R.R.  1,  St.  Norbert,  Man 452-1865 

LAY,  MARGARET 

233  Wexford  St.   (22)  VE  2-2747 

LEDERMAN,  KATHERINE 

140  Victoria  Cres.  (8)  AL  3-9322 

LEMON,  NANCY 

131  Grenfell  Blvd.  (29)  489-5543 

LITCH,  SHIRLEY 

9  Deer  Park  Cres.,  Toronto,  Ont PL  9-4411 

LITTLE,  ALANNAH 

Box   640,   Nanton,   Alberta   486-2531 

LITTLE,  NANCY 

429  Kingston  Cres.   (8)   233-7561 

LONE,  CYNTHIA 

35  South  High  Street, 

Port  Arthur,  Ont 344-1125 

LOUDFOOT,  ROBERT 

7   Tunis   Bay    (19)    475-8434 

MACAW,  SIDNEY 

20  Victoria  Cres.   (8)   AL  3-9832 

MAJURY,  SUSAN  AND  DIANA 

148  Elm   St.    (9)    284-1752 

MALONE,  DEIRDRE 
61  Waterloo  St.   (9)   HU  92-7211 

MATHER,  TOBY 
99  Lincrest  Road    (17)    334-7942 

MATTHEWS,  ELIZABETH 
4612-5th  Street,  S.W. 
Calgary,    Alberta    CH  3-0077 

MATTHEWS,  GRACE  EVELYN 
375  Cambridge   St.    (9)    284-0172 

MAY,  MYRA 

1345  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  489-6255 

METCALFE,  DEBORAH 
252  Kingsway  Ave.    (9)   GL  3-6305 

MILLAR,  MARGARET 
4712-116  A  Street, 
Edmonton,  Alberta   434-5444 

MITCHELL,  SHELLEY 
412   Park   Blvd.    (29)    489-7642 

MOLL,  LINDA 

1  Jubinville  Bay   (6)   253-0273 

MORRIS,  BARBARA 
4531  Roblin  Blvd.   (20)   837-3032 

MORRIS,  LESLEY 
53  Harvard  Ave.   (9)   475-0512 
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MORRISON,  MEREDITH 

176   Harvard   Ave.    (9)    GR  5-6563 

MURRAY,  LORRAINE 

703    Wellington   Cres.    (9)    GL  3-1836 

MYERS,  LAURIE 

Hughton,  Sask 14  R  2 

Mcdonald,  Elizabeth 

309  Bower  Blvd.    (29)    489-7485 

McELDYLE,  LORRAYNE 

209  Oak  Street  (9)   453-6991 

McGILL,  PATRICIA 

53  Oak  St.    (9)   GR  5-0355 

McGUINNESS,  COLLEEN 

55    Oak    St.    (9) 453-1203 

McINTOSH,  ELIZABETH  AND  CATHERINE 

285  Sharpe  Blvd.  (12)  VE  2-2650 

McKEAG,  JANIS,  DARCY  AND  KELLY 

560    Park    Blvd.    (29)    489-5589 

McKINNON,  JEAN 

64  St.  George's  Cres., 

Edmonton,    Alberta    488-7466 

McMURRAY,  SHANLY 

182  Oxford  St.    (9)   GL  3-0214 

McNAIR,  CATHERINE 

No.  3  —  390  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  ....  453-3860 
McQUADE,  GWENYTH  AND  NANCY 

358   Maplewood   Ave.    (13)    GL  2-6874 

NANCE,  TEDDI 

4744-54th  St.,  Red  Deer.  Alberta  ....  346-2923 
NEBBS,  LOUISE 

99  Braemar  Ave.    (6)   CE  3-3957 

NEILSON,  KATHRYN 

296  Yale   Ave.    (9)    284-3705 

OSLER,  JAMES 

988  Wellington  Cres.   (9)  GR  5-1215 

PALK,  BARBARA 

200  Waverley  St.   (9)   GR  5-6855 

PARKER,  JOAN 

51   Eastgate    (1)    SP  2-7384 

PARSONS,  BETTY 

5045-45th  Ave.,  Red  Deer,  Alta 346-2202 

PATERSON,  ELLEN  AND  ANDRE  vV 

131   Ridgedale   Cres.    (20)    837-2711 

de  PAIVA,  DOLORES 

179  Bourkevale   Drive    (12)    888-6717 

PENNOCK,  CATHERINE  AND  MARTHA 

124    Grenfell    Blvd.    (29)    489-3628 

PICKETT,  MARNA  E. 

276  Strathmillan    Road    (12)    837-3369 

PLUMMER,  MARY  ELLEN 

500    Shaftsbury    Road    (29)    489-3084 

POLLARD,  LINDA  AND  HEATHER 
2708  Branch  St., 
Duluth,   Minn.    (55812)    724-2608 

POWELL,  PATRICIA  AND  CLARE 

115   Park  Blvd.    (29)    489-5711 

RANKIN,  JOAN 

277  Wildwood  Park    (19)    GL  3-5223 

RAYMOND,  SUSAN 

645   Queenston   St.    (9)    HU  9-4200 

RICHARDSON,  SERENA  AND  SARA 
5209  Roblin   Blvd.    (20)    VE  2-5433 

RICHARDSON,  PAMELA  AND  KAREN 
484  Wellington   Cres.    (9)   GL  3-3192 

RILEY,  JEAN,  DEBORAH  AND  LESLIE 
43  Middlegate    (1)   SP  2-4467 

ROEDER,  EDELGARD 

1185   Wolseley  Ave.    (10)    SU  3-7305 


ROGERS,  TERRY  AND  DONNA 

836  Wellington  Cres.    (9)   GL  2-3573 

ROULSTON,  DENISE  AND  CLAIRE 

327  Waverley  St.    (9)   GL  2-8501 

RUSSELL,  NANCY  J. 

740  South  Drive   (19)   GL  2-6526 

RUSSELL,  PATRICIA 

Box   659,   Atikokan,   Ont 6393 

SALTER,  DIANA  AND  DREW 

114    Grenfell    Blvd.    (29)    HU  9-5115 

SAUNDERS,  JOAN 

101  Park   Blvd.    (29)    489-2774 

SAFIAN,  AVA 

3139  Retallack  St., 

Regina,    Saskatchewan    536-7024 

SCHMIDT,  CAROL  ANN 

200  Waverley  St.    (9)   GL  2-3386 

SHEDDEN,  MARY  LYNNE,  VALERIE  AND 

ANDREW 

529    Laidlaw    Blvd 489-9269 

SHERWOOD,  DEBRA 

22A-27   Balmoral  Place    (1)    786-2607 

SHORE.  LISA  AND  CYNTHIA 

122   Grenfell    Blvd.    (29)    489-9523 

SILVESTER,  DEANNA 

897   Renfrew   St.    (9)    489-7815 

SMERCHANSKI,  RHONDA  AND  PATRICIA 

102  Handsart   Blvd.    (29)    HU  9-5553 

SMITH,  DAWN 

Box  54,  Red  Rock,  Ont 886-2247 

SMITH,  BARBARA 

641   Berkley  St.    (20)    832-1287 

SMITH,  GARRITY 

314  Hillside  St.,  Creston,  B.C 356-2131 

SMITH,  KIRBY  AND  GEOFFREY 

510   Park   Blvd.    (29)    489-7680 

SPARROW,  PATRICIA 

27   Mohawk   Bay    (6)    AL  3-5768 

SPEAR,  VIRGINA  AND  CHERYL 

66    Waterloo    St.    (9)    GR  5-4516 

SPEERS,  DIANNE 

561    Elm    St.    (9)    452-6177 

SPENCER,  COLLEEN 

204-41    Balmoral    PI.    (1)    774-6821 

SPOHN,  SALLY 

143    Girton    Blvd.    (29)    489-7442 

SPOONER,  MILO 

303  Saskatchewan  Cres.  W., 

Saskatton,    Saskatchewan    653-0078 

SPRINGBETT,  FRANCES 

952    Oakenwald    Ave.    (19)    GL  2-7756 

STEIDLE,  DOREEN 

119   Lindsay    St.    (9)    489-7745 

STEVENSON,  CHARLOTTE  AND  SARAH 

105    Campbell    St.     (9)    489-9680 

STEWART,  SIGNY 

137   Elm   St.    (9)    GL  3-2285 

STOVEL  LESLIE  ANN 
217   Handsart   Blvd.    (29)    489-5483 

STOVEL,  TONI 
2578   Assiniboine   Cresc.    (12)    VE  2-1992 

STRAH,  NANCY 

15    Stillwell    Bay    (22)    837-5392 

SUTHERLAND,  NINA  MAE 

246   Colony   St.    (1)    SP  2-2491 

SYMES,  ELIZABETH 

10520-133    St.,   Edmonton,   Alberta   ....  488-5003 

TACK,  JULIA  AND  MELANIE 

Box  930,  The  Pas,  Man MA  3-2828 
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TAMBLYN,  CHERYL 

332  S.  Selkirk,  Fort  William,  Ont.     MA  3-7672 

TANNER,  FRANCES 

301    Cambridge  St.    (9)   GL  2-3938 

TAYLOR.  NANCY 
3035  Hill  Ave., 
Regina,    Saskatchewan    536-9472 

TEMPLETON,  COLLEEN 
569   Niagara   St.    (9)    489-4687 

TENNANT,  VIOLET  JOY 
River  Road,  R.R.   1,  Man 338-9203 

THOMAS,  CATHERINE 

150  Woodhaven   Blvd.    (12)    VE  7-2487 

THOMAS,  JANE 

11445  University  Ave. 

Edmonton,   Alberta   433-7852 

THOMPSON,  MARION 
Box  546,  Virden,  Man 4 

TOWNSEND,  ANN 
68  Crawford  Ave.   (6)  GL  2-8786 

TRELEAVEN,  ALLYSON 

482    Waterloo    St.    (9)    489-6497 

VANNAN,  LISA 
817  Ash   St.    (9)    HU  9-5037 

VINCENT,  CONSTANCE 
307    Dromore    Ave.    (9)    GR  5-5902 

VIVIAN,  CATHERINE 
566  Brown  Ave.,  Neepawa,  Man 12 


WADDELL,  PATRICIA 

"Stoneacres"  R.R.  5,  Wpg 883   Oakbank 

WADHAM,  ELAINE 

Fort    Churchill,    Man 157  J 

WALLACE,  DEREK 
59  Kingsway  Ave.    (9)    453-7816 

WEBSTER,  ELAINE 

208   Brock   St.    (9)    489-3037 

WEISS,  JENNIFER 
2537  McTavish  St. 
Regina,    Saskatchewan    527-9140 

WESTMAN,  ALISON 

752   Brock   St.    (9)    HU  9-3455 

WHEELER,  TEDDI 
5B-268  Wellington   Cres.    (9)    GL  2-2704 

WHITE,  MEREDITH 

316  Laidlaw   Blvd.    (29)    HU  9-2907 

WHYTE,  VICTORIA 

281    Oxford    St.    (9)    475-5097 

WILLIAMS,  MARILYN 

729    Ingersoll    St.    (9)    775-3759 

WILLIAMS,  PAMELA 
285  Montrose  St.    (9)   GL  3-4937 

WISWELL,  MARY  D. 
326  Kingsway  Ave.    (9)   GL  2-7668 

WOOD,  ALLISON 
80  Yale  Ave.    (9) GR  5-135 


St.  John's  College 

The  Anglican  Arts,  Science  and  Theo- 
logical College  on  the  Campus  of 
the  University  of  Manitoba. 

□  General  courses  for  men  &  women 
leading  to  degrees  in  Arts  &  Science. 

□  Honours  &  graduate  studies  in  Arts. 
Q  Pre-professional  courses  leading  to 

admission  to  the  Faculties  of  Medi- 
cine, Law,  Dentistry,  Education,  etc. 

□  Theological  studies  leading  to  the 
degree  of  Master  of  Theology. 

□  Residences  for  men  and  women. 

For  full  information  write  to  the 
Registrar 

St.  John's  College 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MANITOBA 
WINNIPEG  19,  MANITOBA 
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The  door 
to 

investment 

opportunity 

is  open 
to  you 
at 

James  Richardson  a  Sons 

Established  1857 
INVESTMENT  DEALERS 


EXECUTIVE  OFFICES  — WINNIPEG 
MONTREAL  •  OTTAWA  •  TORONTO 
WINNIPEG  •  CALGARY  •  EDMONTON 
VANCOUVER  •  VICTORIA  •  PRINCE  GEORGE 
LETHBRIDGE  •  MEDICINE  HAT  •  REGINA 
SASKATOON  •  MOOSE  JAW  .  SWIFT 
CURRENT  •  BRANDON  •  KENORA  •  LONDON 
CHATHAM'* -KINGSTON  •  KITCHENER 
LEAMINGTON  •  GALT  •  SIMCOE  •  WINDSOR 


We  are   grateful  to  the  following  advertisers  who  are  supporting  our 

magazine  with  a  single  line  in  place 

of  their  usual  advertisement.  This  helps 

us  to  lower  the  cost  of  publication. 

Moody  Moore  Whenham  &  Partners 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  J.  Condo 

W.  F.  Griffiths 

H.  T.  Spahn 

W.  R.  McQuade 

G.  M.  Stovel 

J.  D.  Riley 

Assiniboine  Florists 
Ltd. 

"Flowers  for  all  Occasions" 
TUXEDO  PARK  SHOPPING  CENTRE 


Phone  489-3097 


2025  Corydon  Ave. 
Winnipeg  29 


ACE 

Lawn  Service 


Ami  Thorsteinson  Ph.  HU  9-2209 


At  Your  Service  .  .  . 

WINNIPEG  HYDRO'S  Home  Service  Department  prepares  recipe  bulletins 
which  are  available  to  our  customers,  tests  recipes,  gives  cooking  demonstrations 
and  shows  customers  how  to  get  the  best  service  from  their  electrical  appliances. 

If  you  need  any  advice  on  cooking  or  baking,  ideas  for  entertaining,  the 
use  of  appliances,  etc.,  our  Home  Service  staff  will  be  glad  to  help  you. 


WINNIPEG  HYDRO 


405  Portage  Avenue 


Telephone  946-0208 


Fifty  six 


AVALON  FLORISTS 
LTD. 


Phone  943-9673 
277  Donald  St.  Winnipeg  1 


DUNN'S  FOOD  MARKET 

Gov't  Graded  Meats  —  Fish  Poultry 
Groceries  and  Fruit 


2  DELIVERIES  DAILY 
Morning  and  Afternoon 

PHONE  GLobe  2-2101 
438  Academy  Road  Winnipeg 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

UPTOWN 
BOWLING  LANES 


A.  OSTRANDER,  Manager 


Swift,  Macleod,  Deacon,  Kirby  &  Gregory 

BARRISTERS,  SOLICITORS,  NOTARIES 


505  Credit  Foncier  Bldg. 
Winnipeg,  Canada 


286  Smith  Street 


Telephone  942-3391 


Oral  Arts 

Dental  Studio 

SI 

Phone  WHitehall  2-5328 

256  KENNEDY  STREET 

WINNIPEG  1                                                                                                  MANITOBA 

Fifty  seven 


Compliments  of  . 


BIRCHWOOD 
BOWL 

24  TEN-PIN  LANES 


Prairie   Crocus  Hastinotes 
(  Colour,  boxes  of  12 ) 

Prairie  Crocus  miniatures 

Gift  enclosure  or  place  cards 

(Packages  of  10) 


Sold  by 


EATON'S  STATIONERY 
CANADIAN  HANDICRAFTS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  .  . 


BORDER  CHEMICAL  CO.  LTD. 


•  Sulphuric  Acid 

•  Aluminum  Sulphate 

•  Copper  Sulphate 

Si 


2147  Portage  Ave. 


Winnipeg,  Man. 


Fifty   eight 


TODAY'S  ADVISORS  - 
TOMORROW'S  LEADERS 

. . .  keep  you  up  to  date 
with  Young  Canada 

EATON'S  Junior  Councillors  and  Junior  Executives 

keep  us  in  tune  with  the  newest  trends  and  ideas 

.  .  .  the  flairs  and  fashions  that  Young  Canada  wants. 

Combining  their  energy  and  enthusiasm,  with 

EATON'S  extensive  merchandising  experience,  is 

your  assurance  that  EATON'S  is  still  the 

"Store  for  Young  Canada." 


EATON'S 


Fifty   nine 


CONGRATULATIONS  GIRLS: 


VETERANS  DRIVING  SCHOOL 
GRover  5-6511 


SAFETY  IS  NO  ACCIDENT 


PreAcH/2ticHA0\ 

bij  ttlurrat) 

Angus  W.  Murray,  Prescription  Pharmacist 


GROSVENOR  SQUARE  PHONE  GL  2-2201 


Sixty 


TO  LOOSE THE 


OF  IGNORANCE 


Now  can  man  ascend  heights  hitherto  unknown, 
And  venture  into  worlds  where  he  may  tread  alone. 
Now  can  he  plunge  unto  the  ocean's  floor, 
Or  gouge  an  eon's  dust  to  the  earth's  core. 
Not  only  does  he  giant  feats,  to  dare, 
But  quiet  conquests,  which  his  world  will  share. 
Who  can  foretell  which  boy  among  all  these 
Will  cause  each  illness  in  mankind  to  cease? 
What  future  mother  may  give  birth  to  one 
Whose  hands  will  harness  power  from  the  sun 
Or  bring  about  an  end  to  all  race  hate? 
Thus  then,  this  planet  could  fulfill  its  fate. 


Ah,  Youth!  Adventure  waits  beyond  your  door. 
Dreams  are  not  vain,  but  dream  you  now,  no  more, 
For  knowledge  is  the  magic  and  the  key, 
So,  cross  the  threshold  to  your  destiny. 
But,  knowledge  obligates  you  for  all  time 
To  strive  yet  more  to  learn,  and  higher  climb, 
And  at  the  summit,  life's  design  is  plain 
To  serve  your  fellows  is  your  final  gain. 
This  is  what  all  our  Gods  have  pre-ordained 
For  such  as  may  be  chosen,  and  unchained, 
To  loose  the  bonds  of  ignorance,  and  soar 
Above  the  minds  of  little  men,  for  ever  more. 


POWELL  EQUIPMENT 


DESMOND  F.  COX  LIMITED 


A  COMPLETE  INSURANCE  SERVICE 


700  -  283  Portage  Ave.  Telephone  WH  2-4949 

WINNIPEG,  MANITOBA 


Dominion  Securities  Grporation  Limited 

Established  1901 


& 


280  SMITH  ST.  TELEPHONE  WHitehall  2-3431 


Sixty   two 


Lynda. ..Sandra. ..Carol 

Three  recent  high  school  grads  going  places  in 
their  business  careers  with  Great-West  Life. 
Why  did  they  choose  Great-West?  Here's  what 
they  say  .  .  . 

"Life  at  Great-West  offers  many  advantages  — 
an  interesting  job  .  .  .  good  salary  .  .  .  new 
friends  .  .  .  excellent  recreational  activities." 

You  can  find  out  more  about  the  opportunities 
at  Great-West  Life  in  our  descriptive  pamphlet 
on  careers,  available  from  your  Guidance  Coun- 
sellor. Then,  make  an  appointment  with  our 
Personnel  Office  to  discuss  your  business 
future. 


THE 


Great-West  Life 

ASSURANCE    COMPANY 

MEAD  OFFICE  •  WINNIPEG.  CANADA 

G"TJO 

Personnel  Office  •  60  Osborne  Street  North  •  946-9324 


Sixty    Hirer 


Aikins,  MacAulay  &  Company 


Barristers  and  Solicitors 


Si 


WINNIPEG 


MANITOBA 


Our  Best  wishes  to  the  Graduates  .  .  . 


Canada's  Largest  Retail  Lumber  Organization 

HEAD  OFFICE  —  120  FORT  ST.  WINNIPEG 


Sixty  four 


Air  Conditioned 

CHUCKWAGON 
GRILL 


THE  HOUSE  OF 
GOOD     FOOD 


FAMOUS  for  STEAKS 


63  Sherbrook  St. 


Winnipeg 


THE  GIFT  IN  THE 


Given  with  Pride 
.  Received  with  Pleasure 

BIRKS 

JEWELLERS 


Portage  Ave.  at  Smith  St. 
and  Polo  Park 


Congratulations . . . 


to  the  Graduates 


Fashion  Centre 


'Always  the  Newest  in  Fashions" 


250  KENNEDY  STREET 
Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building 

Phone  WH  2-4144 


Wise  Mothers  know  it  costs  no  more 
to  buy  Quality  at 

fruition's 

"CHILDREN'S  WEAR  SPECIALISTS" 
Ph.  489-2308  -  Tuxedo  Park  -  Winnipeg  29 


Sixty  five 


CANADA'S  LARGEST  AUTOMOBILE  DEALERS 

DOMINION  MOTORS  LTD. 


VANCOUVER  9  WINNIPEG  •  TORONTO 


•  LINCOLN  CONTINENTAL  •  FALCON 

•  FAIRLANE  •  FORD  GALAXIE 

•  THUNDERBIRD  «  CUSTOM 

•  MUSTANG  •  FORD  TRUCKS 

Satisfaction  or  Money  Refunded 


S 


HEAD  OFFICE:   Fort  and  Graham,  Winnipeg,  Man.  Ph.  WH  2-8441 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  . 


HUNT,  HUNT,  McLAUGHLIN  &  MEYERS 


BARRISTERS,  SOLICITORS 
NOTARIES  PUBLIC 


** 


WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 


Sixty  xix 


Dependable 

Drug  Store  Service 


McKNIGHT'S  DRUGS 


s 


107  Sherbrook  St. 


Ph.  SU  3-0151 


CONTACT  LENSES 


OPTICAL 
DISPENSING  SERVICES 

Eyeglasses  —  Frames  —  Lenses 

Main  Floor  —  Somerset  Bldg. 

294  Portage  Ave.,  Winnipeg  1 

WH  2-6385 


When  It  Comes   To  Photographs 
Your  Best  Friends  Are 

BARNEY  and  ARTHUR 

of 
PARAMOUNT  STUDIO 


Always  on  Top 
of  KRESGE'S 


Compliments  of 


PIONEER 

ELECTRIC 

LTD. 


Sixty    !«■;  ;  ;i 


•  DESIGN  ASSOCIATES  LTD. 

132  OSBORNE  ST. 

Furniture,  Drapery,  Lighting,  Carpeting, 
Wallpaper,    Interior    Design    Consulting 

•  DESIGN  ASSOCIATES  LTD. 

TUXEDO  SHOPPING  CENTRE 

Giftware,  China,  Glass,  Wedding  Presents 
and   Decorative    Accessories 

AND  NOW 

•  THE  THIRD  STEP  LTD. 

154  SPENCE  ST. 

FASHIONS 


For  Highest  Quality  in  Dry  Cleaning 

FORT  GARRY 

DYERS  and  CLEANERS  LTD. 

TAILORS 

FURRIERS 

SHIRT  LAUNDERERS 


Ph.  SU  3-7061 


Young  at  Portage 


Wishing  You  Success 
in  Your  Scholastic  Endeavours 


KANE  EQUIPMENT  LIMITED 


"QUALITY  CONSTRUCTION  EQUIPMENT 


701  HENRY  AVE. 


SP  4-3474 


Sixty  eight 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


YOUR  INVESTORS  MEN 


"Your  best  friends  financially" 


SYNDICATE  LIMITED 


Model  Railroad  and  Hobby  Supplies 

C  C  M 

Headquarters 

NEW  BIKES 

% 

REPAIRS 

Is 
SERVICE 

N.  GOOCH 

The  Bicycle  Specialist 

Phone  772-0654 

185  Sherbrook  South  at  Broadway 


WINNIPEG'S  FINEST 
TAXI  SERVICE 

GROSVENOR 
TAXI 

Phone  GL  2-5511  —  GL  2-5553 

•.< 

COURTESY  and  SERVICE 

,# 

Two-Way  Radio  Communications 

Special  Rates  on  Country  Trips 


Sixty  nin<- 


Dorwin  Industries  Ltd 


a 


Doors  and  Windows 


HARDY  &  BUCHANAN 


GROCERIES  &  MEATS 


167  Stafford  Street 


Phone  GL  2-2216 


A  tip  of  the  Hydro  Helmet 
to  the  Graduating  Class! 


Congratulations  to  you  on  your  graduation  and  best 
wishes  for  the  future. 

A  future,  we  hope  that  will  bring  you  the  opportunity 
and  rewards  of  a  good  education.  For  the  rewards 
of  education  come  in  many  forms  —  success,  a  richer, 
fuller  life  and  a  greater  understanding  of  our  world 
and  its  people. 


MANITOBA  HYDRO 


Seventy 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


McCabe  Grain  Company 

Limited 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG 


KUMMEN-SHIPMAN  LTD. 

Wiring  —  Repairs 
Contractors  —  Engineers 

270  FORT  STREET  Phone  WHitehall  3-1577 


MUMFORD  MEDLAND  LIMITED 


% 


576  Wall  St.  Winnipeg  10  SUnset  3-7187 


Seventy  one 


trf-rtf 


Ni^sl 


MACIVER  NANTON  TOYS 


TELEPHONE  489-9065 


Tuxedo  Park  Shopping  Centre 

2520  CORYDON  AVE.  WINNIPEG  29 


The  "Complete"  Student 

Also  Includes  Social  Training 

in  Her  Educational  Plan 


FOR  THE  FINEST  IN  PRIVATE  INSTRUCTION 

OR  YOUNG  ADULT  GROUP  INSTRUCTION 

CALL  943-5840 

Ken  Mathews  Dancing  School 

400  PORTAGE  AVE. 


Seventy  two 


STUDENT  TOURS 
TO  EUROPE 


& 


phone  or  write  for  free  folders 

Brendan  O'Brien  Travel  Service 


Polo  Park,  Winnipeg  10 


SP  4-5488 


CLAYDON'S 


HARDWARE 

PHOTOGRAPHIC 

ELECTRONIC 

Leonard  H.  Claydon,  Proprietor 
Sherbrook  at  Westminster 


Compliments  of 


WESTMINSTER 
motor  hotel 


CRESCENTWOOD 
PHARMACY 

Complete  Line  of  School  Supplies 
and  Cosmetics 


Si 


1103  Corydon 


Phone  GR  5-6562 


LEE  KEPRON  FASHIONS 

"Ladies'  Wearing  Apparel" 


211  Osborne  Street 

Bus.:    GR  5-5907  Res.:   339-6427 

lee  kepron 


Compliments  of  .  . 


Dutch  Mill  Florists 


Ha 


Service  on  All  Makes  of 

Television  &  Radios  -  Sound  Equipment 

Aerials  Installed 

Tape  &  Wire  Recorders 

Car  Radios  -  Record  Changers 

FREEMAN 

Television  &  Radio  Services 

1346  Main  St.  (at  Cathedral),  Winnipeg 
PHONE  JUstice  9-6363 


Seventy  three 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


PIONEER  GRAIN  CO 


Sport  Cloth.es  .  .  . 


Always  at  their  best  when  Beautifully  Sanitoned  Cleaned  by 

(JyuuttimA 


LIMITED 

CLEANERS 


7  PLANTS  TO  SERVE  YOU 


Seventy  jour 


THE  ULTIMATE  in 

HIGH  FASHION 

and 

MODISH  HAIRSTYLES 

Designed  for  YOU  Alone 

at  the 

BEAUTY  BOUTIQUE 

The  only  Salon  where  your  Hair 

is  Scientifically  Analyzed  and  Treated 

Complete  Head  to  Toe  Beauty  Service 

201  TUXEDO  PARK  SHOPPING  CENTRE 

474-2375 

SHOP 


GURVEY'S  UPTOWN 
PHARMACY 

ACADEMY  AT  ASH 
Phone  453-3223 


FIRST 


R.  Santa  Furs 

Furs  Remodelled,  Repaired,  Stored 

NEW  FUR  COATS 

JACKETS  —  STOLES 

Ready  Made  or  To  Order 


Phone  475-5780 


FIDELITY  TRUST  COMPANY 


417  ACADEMY  ROAD 

Is 
Main  Office  —  291  Garry  Street 


The  G.  McLEAN  COMPANY  Ltd 

Wholesale  Grocers 


WINNIPEG 


Seventy  fire 


ARMSTRONG  &  TAYLOR 


LIMITED 


INSURANCE   BROKERS   AND   CONSULTANTS 


* 


Montreal  -  Toronto  -  Winnipeg  -  Edmonton  -  Calgary  -  Vancouver 


SCORER 


BOOKS 


PHONE  WHitehall  3-2117 


214  KENNEDY  STREET 


Seventy  six 


'Powerchief  Texaco   indeed, 

is  a  Friend  in  Need" 

Lanark  &  Academy 
Telephone  489-5901 

FOR   ANY   OF   YOUR 
MOTORING   TROUBLES 


Overseas  Education  League 

LILLIAN  WATSON  TRAVEL  SERVICE 
Students'  Travel  Service 

Sea  —  Land  —  Air 
Representative  for 

GIBB-MACFARLANE  STUDENT  TOURS 

Phone  942-2819 
240  Somerset  Bldg.  Winnipeg  1 


The  Mackenzie  Storage  Limited 

Cartage  -  Distribution  -  Forwarding 
"Modern  Warehouse  Facilities" 


WINNIPEG 


830  KING  EDWARD  ST 


CANADA 


Compliments  of  .  .  . 

A  FRIEND 

dgri  /f  50,000 

WATTS 


RADIO  58 
N1PEG 


^^ne%- 


Hostess  Accessories 


POLO  PARK 

SHOPPING  CENTRE 

Phone  SP  2-3332 


GIFTS  ARE  OUR  SPECIALTY  .  .  . 

imports  from  world  famous 
centres . . . 

•   Rosenthal  China 
®   Royal  Leerdam  Crystal  AHollandq 
O   Royal  Holland  Pewter 
©   dense  Stainless  Steel  from  Sweden 
9    Buchanware  Pottery  — 
stoneware   from   Scotland 


Si   i  rill  U    .si  II  II 


R±smn 

of  Mnmm  ltd. 


WAREHOUSE  DISTRIBUTORS.  MFGR'S'  AGENTS 


VANCOUVER  EDMONTON  CALGARY  REGINA  WINNIPEG 


BEARING  &  AUTOMOTIVE 
WHOLESALE  CO. 


CARMAN,  MANITOBA 


CONSOLIDATED 
PLATE  GLASS 

(WESTERN)  LTD. 

450  DESCHAMBAULT  STREET 
ST.  BONIFACE 


CEdar  3-1461 


Seventy  eight 


TUXEDO 

BOOK  &  RECORD 

SHOP 


Congratulations  .  .  . 

A&W 

DRIVE-INS  (PEMBINA)  LTD. 

693  Pembina  at  Hector 

Best  Wishes  to  the  Graduates! 


Smith,  Vincent  &  Co.  Ltd. 


919  GRAIN  EXCHANGE 
WINNIPEG,  CANADA 


Seventy  nine 


Our  Sincerest  Best  Wishes  to 
THE  BALMORAL  HALL   GIRLS 


IS 


The  Sheraton  Drake  Hotel 


SAM  D.  TAYLOR 


REGINA  SASKATCHEWAN 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Mr.  &  Mrs.  Mark  Smerchanski 


WINNIPEG  29,  MAN. 


Eighty 


RANNARD'S 

Carry  a  full  Stock  of  Regulation 
Oxfords  and  Loafers  at  all  times 


4®jj£22m^i 


RAMSAY  MATTHEWS  LTD. 

103  MEDICAL  ARTS 
WH  2-3523 


Glasses  of 

Quality  for  The  Younj 

Lady 

& 

See  Our  Stylists 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  . 


TUXEDO  PARK  PHARMACY 


HARV  STEIN,  B.Sc.  Pharm. 


Eighty  one 


SKIING  at  Mount  Agassi z? 

MAKE  YOUR  HEADQUARTERS 
THE 

VIVIAN  MOTOR  HOTEL 


% 


NEEPAWA  PHONE  780 


Wood  Gundy  Securities  Limited 

Established  1905 

Underwriters  and  Distributors 

of 

Canadian   Government,   Municipal    and    Corporation    Securities 


Members  of 

The  Toronto  Stock  Exchange 

Montreal  Stock  Exchange,  Canadian  Stock  Exchange 

Stock  Exchange  orders  executed 


Eighty  two 


CROWN 

ONE  HOUR 

DRIVE-IN  CLEANERS 

GL  2-4111 

Corydon  at  Lilac 

Winnipeg                                      Manitoba 

BLUFBIW 

SCHOOL    BUS    BODIES 

PHONE 
Steinbach  DA  6-3412 
Winnipeg  GL  3-5422 

J.  R.  FRIESEN  &  SON  LTD. 

STEINBACH,  MANITOBA 

Holland's 


hand  cream. 

Prepared  by 

HOLLAND'S  PHARMACY 

Maryland  &  Wolseley 
Phone  SUnset  3-7025 

J.  F.  HOLLAND  —  Pharmacist 


ComplimeJits  of 


J  as.  I.  Munro  Grain  Co.  Ltd 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE 
WINNIPEG 


Suzstetsze4 


BOUTIQUE    LTO. 


Featuring 

MERLE  NORMAN  cosmetics 

Arrange  a  Courtesy  Demonstration 
by  Appointment 


424  GRAHAM  AVE. 


943-4578 


GOOD  EARTH 

HOME  DELIVERY  SERVICE 

Is 
179  OSBORNE  GR  4-1453 

1422  MAIN  JU  9-4366 


Eir/lity  three 


BRIGDENS 


592   NOTRE   DAME  AVE. 
290  VAUGHAN  ST. 

SPruce  4-5471 


ADVERTISING 
ARTISTS 

PHOTOGRAPHY 

PHOTOENGRAVING 

ELECTROTYPING 

STEREOTYPING 

OFFSET   PLATES 

RUBBER   PLATES 


the 


S£ay 


GRADUATE   IN 
FASHIONS! 

You'll  rate  top  honors  .  .  . 
always  when  you  shop  The 
Bay'!  Clothing  and  accessories 
designed  especially  for  your 
active  life  you'll  discover  in 
our  Shops  —  Campus  and 
Career  and  Hi  Shops,  Main 
Floor  for  Young  Men;  Deb 
Shop,  Third  Floor  for  Young 
Women!  Be  an  honor  student 
in  Fashions  —  shop  'The  Bay'! 


Eighty  four 


Compliments  of 


K.  A.  POWELL  CANADA  LTD. 


GRAIN  MERCHANTS 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE 


Winnipeg     —     Manitoba 


Eighty  five 


For  Gifts  of  Distinction  Shop  at 


416 
Graham 
Avenue 

WINNIPEG 

WH  2-0186 


the  home  m 
crystal 

splendour 


Compliments  of  .   .  . 

EDWARD  A.  LEMON 

INSURANCE 
400  —  360  Broadway  Ave.,  Winnipeg  1 


Mallon  Optical 


Telephone  947-0311 

405  Graham  Avenue 

Opposite  Medical  Arts  Bldg. 


Your  Neighborhood  Florist 


McDiarmid  Flowers  Ltd. 

933  Grosvenor  Ave. 
Phone  GL  2-5421 


Quality  Work  —  Hourly  Service 


% 


METRO  CLEANERS 

Phone  GL  2-3390 
922  Grosvenor  at  Stafford,  Winnipeg  9 


FRENCH  SUMMER  SCHOOL 
IN  SWITZERLAND 


% 


6th  Season  —  BOYS  AND  GIRLS 


Writes 


J.  H.  STEWART,  M.A. 
51  Wanless  Cr. 
Toronto,  12 


DA  VIDSON  STUDIOS 

"The  Best  in  Photography" 
Jack   Davidson,   Master   of   Photography 


106  Osborne  St.  S. 


Ph.   GL  3-8541 


Eighty  six 
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Kif/hly  seven 


This  space  has  been  made  available  for 

Autographs 

with  the  compliments  of  a  friend  of  Balmoral  Hall 


CONGRATULATIONS   TO   THE   GRADUATES 


Eighty   eight 


KROMAR-WINNIPEG 
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